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FROM THE ADMlNISTRATiON OFFICE.... 

Once upon a time, there was a high-quality Dark Shadows fanzine which was very popular in DS fandom, and the editor put out 9 issues right 
on schedule and everyone was happy. Then, the editor got a computer - which was supposed to make her life a lot easier - and suddenly the 
fanzine was no longer on schedule. A tenth issue was published, though - and then there were no more... for two years. And then, suddenly, one 
day in early spring, came an eleventh issue! 

Or, to put it another way - HI! I'M BAAA-ACK! 

Many of you have received periodic updates, depending on whether you had ordered my fan novel SINS OF THE FATHERS (published in 
December of'94) or the CRAZY VEIN book (September, '95), or just wrote to ask what was going on. I even sent out a mass mailing of postcards 
a little over a year ago. However, there may be some of you who, for whatever reason, didn't hear what was going on. So, I'll try to briefly recount 
my two-year nightmare. Those of you whoVe already heard about it... well, please bear with me until I get to the new part! 

Where to begin? Weil, let's start with what happened right after WW#10 came out. I had been expecting to publish my novel in the fall of '93, 
and issue 11 was supposed to come out in late '93 or early '94. Ahem. First of all, my computer decided to DIE. We're talking complete death. 
No salvage possible. The hard drive was only good for a fishing weight, the floppy drives were warped (and, as a result, my novel nearly died too, 
since I didn't have a printout on paper! DUMB!), and so on. It turned out that the man I'd bought it from had cheated me, and saddled me with 
old parts. So I had to get a new computer (I mean. Mom had to get me a new computer). After the novel was saved (thank you, Rae & Alex, and 
Jim Pierce!), and I had the new machine - which wasn't until March of'94 ~ I got back to work on the novel. I worked on it in April and May. Then, 
in early June I came down with a case of strep throat that very nearly killed me. 1 was running a temperature of 104/106 for five days, and by the 
time the doctor got to me (he had to make a house call), mv white blood-cell count was nearly entirely depleted. This means that without the 
amoxicillin and penicillin he gave me, I would have died in another day or two, when the white blood cells were all gone. I was completely 
bedridden for over two months (those of you who phoned, probably remember how weak and tired i sounded). Then I spent another two months 
either lying on top of the bed or trying to get my strength back by taking walks, etc. This brings us to September/October of '94, during which I 
wrote the last two chapters of my novel. I spent the entire month of November drawing pictures forthe novel (forty pictures!), and the entire month 
of December was spent printing the book. This involved a copy machine that wouldn't co-operate, and a new machine that has its quirks, but hey - 

- the book finally came out and those of you who'd preordered it know all about the trouble I had printing it... 

Bright n' early on January 1st, 1995, I tried to install my brand-new Christmas-gift sound card/CD-ROM in my computer.and promptly lost 

the use of the computer. To make a L-O-N-G, LOOONNNGGGG story short. It eventually turned out that the sound card/CD ROM kit was bad, 
PLUS it had the "Stealth B" virus on the installation diskettes! It took eight or ten computer-experts FOUR MONTHS to figure out that I had a virus! 

I don't know why It took them so long to think of this solution. I didn't even HAVE the computer during that time -- it was in the "hospital." No 
computer — no WW. Period. Because, you see, my old typewriter that I'd done issues 3 thru 9 on, decided to die right after I printed out all the 
Postcard Updates on it (the ones saying that I’d be getting WW#11 out by early spring of '95). So I didn't even have the typewriter to work on! 

I finally got the computer back on April 15th of '95. Then I immediately proceeded to come down with a bad case of flu. Not life-threatening this 
time, but it did wreck my plans forthe rest of the month! 

I now have a dark confession to make. Due to all the trouble I'd had with the computer, plus the weakened condition my body was In thanks 
to the strep of '94, plus a couple of other things — I had had it with zine work. Period. I didn't WANT to do WW yet. I'm not making any "excuses" 
for myself here — I tell you frankly, 1 could not bear the thought of getting back to work on WW. That doesn’t mean I intended to quit, I just needed 
to take a break for a few months. I doni think anyone can realize how much work goes into WW who has never done a zine for themselves. 
Fortunately, everyone I talked to during this time seemed to understand that I simply needed a break. Besides that. I've decided to try to start up 
my own home-based business and I spent the months of May, June and July doing research on my chosen field (this was very time-consuming). 

I also learned how to sew, making some Medieval-period costumes which I wore to a couple of S.C.A. camping events. 

I published CRAZY VEIN in September, though, and even began doing a little bit of work on VWV. But I just wasn't ready yet. 1 tried fiddling with 
a couple of new stories, too, but couldn't really concentrate on them, although I think I have a couple of good ideas for them. I also worked on 
trying to find funding for my business, but this is going to take some more time. Finally, just before Christmas 1 got sick, and then my father got 
a case of intestinal flu that nearly killed him - he's 73 now and this thing was BAD. He was very sick for all of January, and I was the one who 
had to take care of things, including my dad. I am thankful to say that he’s feeling a lot better now, although he's still not himself. 

Normally, I write the editorial page LAST THING, so I can include late-breaking news, but this time I’m writing it earlier than usual for technical 
reasons, having to do with printing the covers separate/earlier from the rest of the zine. Anyway, so 1 don't know yet if I'm really going to make 
my projected deadline of late March '96, but that's what I'm trying for (and I'd like to be all done in time for my birthday so I can relax!) 

I would like to thank every one of you who were so patient during the past two years. Naturally, some of you did write or phone me, wanting 
to know what was going on, which was fine with me -- you were nice about it! I appreciate your faith and trust more than 1 can say. THANK YOU. 

You've probably noticed that this issue is extremely thick. Well, it's been so long since WW came out and there have been so many wonderful 
submissions sitting in my files for so long, I wanted to give everybody a special treat and make the zine bigger than usual. I hope you'll all enjoy 
it! HOWEVER, THIS DOES NOT MEAN THAT WW WILL REMAIN THIS SIZE IN THE FUTURE. I simply cannot afford to keep it this targe - even 
doing it this one time is going to be hard on the budget. The price of paper and toner has gone up since I got my own copier, and 1 dont know 
yet how much this is going to cost - so please doni be disappointed when issue #12 is thinner than this one. Just enjoy the extra pages this time! 

And speaking of money... I sincerely hope that those of you whose subscription expires with this issue, will not take the past two years as 
indicative of the way WW will be in the future. I realize it’s been a long time since the last issue came out - ridiculously long ~ but I hope you'll 
take into account the fact that the REASONS forthe delay have been rather, ahem - unusual, to say the least. Wrth some of the other fanzines 
folding (or even simply disappearing) you might have thought that WW was the same and that your hard-earned subscription money was going 
to be unfilled. Well, that’s not the case. If things ever get to the point where WWhas to fold. I will let everyone know ahead of time and make sure 
that all subscription monies are taken care of, whether I have to refund them, make a super-special final issue worth two, or even transfer your 
subscription to one of the other zines (with that editor's permission, of course). Note; I do NOT anticipate that happening — I’m only mentioning 
it to allay fears that future events might cause WWto fade away without your subscription being fulfilled in some way. So, if you are up for renewal 

— please be assured that you'll be getting what you paid for, and renew with confidence. I NEED YOUR RENEWALS IN ORDER TO KEEP ON 
DOING WW. 1 cant stress that enough. There simply areni enough new people coming into fandom nowadays, and it's loyal subscribers like you 
who will ensure that VWV is around for a long time to come. Thanks for understanding! 

Well, I guess that's about it for now - so, until next time, please enjoy WW! / / 
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From the collection of Casey Androzany 


^Plc — and fast -- in a series of rare, Sefdnd-tfie-scenes pHotos (tHe previous 

five can be seen in ‘W’W issues #6 tfiru 10 — don't miss tfte stepCadder 
beftind tbe OCd Odouse staircase). 'Tfiis one is of Quentin's room 
in 1897. Ddany tbanJiis to Cnsey for sharing Her speciaC pictures xVitfi us! 


Gum card #12 (green series) 


Gum card #34 (green series) 


Gum card #55 (green series) 









Ts. Rote From may 



(Sytormally, the topics on this page would have gone into the regular Editorial, but there was no room left after 1 got 

through telling you why the long delay between issues (besides, the covers had to go off to the printer before I was done 
with the rest of the zine)! Sorry to make the editorial extra-long, but I hope you'll find what I have to say to be of interest. 

Aheml First of all, due to the long delay caused by my illness, I received a number of excellent submissions that 1 simply 
cannot find room for in this issue. Much as I'd like to include everything I've been receiving, it is just not possible. (Well, 
you've already noticed the thickness of this issue!) So, if you are one who kindly sent me something, please be aware that 
I have NOT rejected your submission (unless I've told you otherwise) — I'll include it in a future issue, hopefully #12 
hut surely no later than #13. 

The one exception to this would have to be Festival reports. Not that the Fest reports I received weren't fine — I found 
them all to be quite excellent and informative, and the photos that were sent along with them were all wonderful. (I'd like 
to give special mention to Rita Madden's incredible BOOK of photos she sent along with her report.) If I had been able 
to do a zine during the past two years, the reports/photos would have definitely been printed in lAW. But sadly, since there 
is always a jtew Fest coming up, there will always be new Fest reports and new photos, and since the ones past are PAST, 
I'm afraid that printing now-outdated reports from the past two years is not exactly appropriate. I sincerely wish I had 
the space (or funds — paper costs have doubled) to print them all! If those who sent them would like to try again with 
upcoming Festivals, please do! 

Aside from Fest reports, the way I determined what would go into this issue and what to leave for next time, was to 
give priority to the items which had been waiting in my files for the longest amount of time, with only one or hvo 
exceptions. You'll see lots of artwork with the dates of'93, '94, or '95 on it — except, of course, for the new arhvork Marcy 
drew to go along with some stories, and that was done within the last couple of months when I began work on this issue. 

Speaking of Marcy, she deserves a special honorable mention for getting the afore-mentioned artwork done in record time 
against incredible odds. Injured wrists, pens running dry, and losing supplies were only the beginning. I want to say how 
much I appreciate it. WIN would NOT be what it is if not for her spot illos and various story illos, not to mention the 
cartoons. Thank you, Marcy! 

Fans of jane Lach's writing will no doubt notice that this is the first lAW issue without something of hers m it. Well, 
what happened was that she wrote a wonderful story...which also happened to be very l-o-n-g. Part One was originally 
intended for issue 10, but then we decided to run Part One in issue II instead. Well, I finished typing part one and it 
turned out to be seventeen pages (eighteen if you include the full-page illo jane drew to go with it). This is long enough 
for two 9-page parts right there — and that isn't even the whole story yet! The end result is that we seem to have a new 
serial on our hands, since jane feels that 17/18 pages in one zine is a bit much for any zine, and the entire story could be 
broken up into several parts of eight or nine pages each. Besides that, jane and I have long agreed that only one serial per 
zine is plenty; anything more tends to get confusing. Thus, finding ourselves with a serial-length story with another serial 
already currently running in VAN, the only thing left to do ts to run jane's story as a serial once Sharon's "SERPENT'S 
SONG" has concluded. I want everyone to know that this plan has jane's full endorsement — in fact, she suggested it 
herself — and that jane may have another story or two coming up in WW before then, such as in the Christmas issue. 

Ah...yes, the Christmas issue! As you may already know, VWV had two Christmas issues in the past, one in '88 (issue 
2) and one in '90 (issue 6). I would like to hereby announce that I'd like to bring out another holiday issue in 1997, which, 
if all goes well, would be issue #14. Now, I did mention the possibility of doing such a zine before, and some of you did 
send in material for it, but I'd like to take this opportunity to invite you to put on your thinking caps and come up with 
more. Currently, 1 don't really have enough stuff for a whole issue. I realize that Christmas DS stories are kind of hard, 
since the two really seem to he at odds (Christmas sweetness & light in spooky old CoUinwood?), but it can be done. 
Besides, not every story has to be sugar-plummy — this is CoUinwood, after all. So, this early announcement will hopefully 
give you writers enough time to start thinking about it. I will accept stories for this issue at any time of year between now 
and fall, 1997. And yes, I will accept more than one story by one author (within reason). 

And finally. I'd like to mention that, during the time that I was bedridden with strep (summer '94), I received a two- 
page cheer-up letter from my friend Sharon Wisdom. It tickled me so much that I asked her if I could share it with you 
in these pages, and she graciously agreed. So I am printing it "as is," just the way she sent it to me. I'd like to thank 
Sharon (or, rather. Dr. Sarah Collins) for her uplifting words of useful advice. And now... please enjoy! 





rrom tl)e desly of: 

Dr. Sarah Collins 
No. I Collinsport Rve. 

Collinsport, Maine DOOI3 


Dear Ms. Sutherland, 

It has come to my attention via the fan network that you have not 
been feeling well as of late. Please forgive my presumption in 
writing to you without your solicitation of my services, but 
since you and my mother, Julia Hoffman Collins, share such a long 
and close relationship, I felt compelled to contact you. 

Since my mother has retired to spend more of her time with my 
father, I have taken over her practice, and expanded it. We now 
have on staff two parapsychologists, a lycantropologist, a 
hematologist that along with myself specializes in obscure and 
puzzling cases such as those with which my family has had 
intimate acquaintance. Most recently, we also added to our staff 
a fanologist who specializes in disorders and syndromes of that 
unique and creative group of people who share the 'fan gene'. 

I have consulted with Ms. Wisdom upon learning the troubling news 
that you have been ill. It appears to us that your physical ills 
may have been compounded by 'editor's exhaustion'. Unfortunately, 
this syndrome is rather common among those of the fannish 
population. We have found that, along with mainstream medicine 
to treat the physical ailments, this disorder that affects the 
fannish spirit may respond well to a method of treatment we have 
developed here. If we may be so bold, we have enclosed a 
detailed regimen that we feel may be of help to you. We 
encourage you to supplement your current physician's care with 
these suggestions if you feel it would be beneficial. 

Your work has been much appreciated by myself and the community 
in which I live. If our expertise in this matter is of benefit 
to you, we consider it only a small payment for the enjoyment you 
have given to us. 

My parents send their regards. They, my staff, and I hope that 
you are soon feeling much better. Please contact my office if I 
can be of more assistance to you. 


Sincerely, 


Collinsport Aedicol Group 


Specializing in supernatural, fannish, and hematologic disorders 






rrom tt)e desly of: 

Dr. Sarah CoHins 
No, ( CollinsDort five, 

CoDinsport, Maine 000i3 


SUGGESTED REGIMEN FOR EDITOR'S EXHAUSTION: 


Phase one: 

Assemble all materials published by Medallion Press. (Note: 

This is to be published material only, not those due for 
publication and still requiring work. These as yet unfinished 
materials would adversely impact the desired outcome of this 
treatment.) Place all materials in chronological order. Admire 
the quality of work they all exhibit, paying particular attention 
to the painstaking detail within each one, and to the progression 
of said quality as the editor grew in experience and confidence. 

Phase two: 

Assemble all letters of comment received in regard to these 
materials. Reread them all, focusing particularly on the 
positive comments and glowing reviews all WW issues have 
garnered. 

Phase three: Assemble three favorite scenes from DS tapes and 
watch as many times as patient desires. (Note: these should be 
watched for enjoyment only. To watch with an eye toward stories 
that could be generated from them is premature at this stage of 
treatment and may adversely affect the intent of restoring joy 
and appreciation of said episodes. When fandom becomes perceived 
as drudgery rather than fun, it is no longer fandom, it is work!) 

Repeat all phases as often as necessary until patient is feeling 
better about all that has been accomplished without feeling undue 
pressure to finish other projects that are pending. At all 
times, the patient's well being is of sole concern, not that of 
resuming zine production. Please feel free to call our office 
with any questions. 

PS: May, you know this was meant as a joke, right? But I do 

sincerely hope you're feeling better soon. Jane passed along the 
information that you've been under the weather. Get well soon! 



CoUinsport Aedical Groap 

Specializing in supernatural, fannish, and hematologic disorders 





(Sliffe Notes...News & Ipdates 


Many things have come and gone since WW last made its 
way to you. Space is too limited to list them ALL, but I'll do 
my best to give you updates on some ofthe ones ofthe most 
general interest. Of course, readers are always encouraged 
to subscribe to SHADOWGRAM, fandom's official newsletter, 
in which you can find many things of interest reported in great 
detail -- but not everyone subscribes to everything, hence the 
updates here. 

Jn the News 

1: Jonathan Frid has given up his NYC apartment and has 
moved up north to Canada. He's busy with various projects. 

2; Many of you have told WWthat you've been able to buy a copy of Satan in High Heels. For those who never heard of this film, it's a 1950's 
movie that Grayson Hall made -- but never admitted it. Actually, it's not nearly as "bad" as one might have thought from that -- and she seems 
to be in it for more screentime than she's in any other of her films. And does she look good! You can still get it from; "Something Weird Home 
Video." PO Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133. Telephone: (206) 361-3759 

3: In the last two issues we've been discussing a little-known 33rpm Disney record that Grayson Hall made in 1964, the infamous "CHILLING 
THRILLING SOUNDS OF THE HAUNTED HOUSE." It's "infamous" because so many of us had it when we were kids and never realized it was 
Grayson Hall. Actually, upon hearing It one can see why we never realized who It was: she doesn't exactly sound like herself. Her voice is softer 
and just...somehow...different, even though it's quite recognizable when you really listen. Some of you have even called to ask me if I'm SURE 
It’s really her. Well, yes — Charles Ellis and I found an old 1970 fan club interview Q&A session submitted to Grayson in which the record was 
mentioned. That's pretty conclusive. Besides, when you really listen to it you begin to notice that her style of phrasing is undoubtably Grayson's, 
besides the voice itself. Now here's a tidbit of new information: there seem to have been at least THREE different issues of "Chilling" - all with 
slight differences in the covers. The one ! had as a kid, which I'm positive was the most recent ofthe three pressings I've located, had a cover 
with an ORANGE-coiored background (and it also had a sheet of suggestions for Halloween party games as an insert ~ which I sadly no longer 
have). The two I've found since then have WHITE backgrounds, but they both have differences in other ways (mostly to do with some ofthe details 
ofthe artwork). Can anyone tell me the details of their own record covers? If so, I may be able to do a small feature in W\A^12. 

4; Stephen Shutt is working on a biography of Grayson Hall. I've tried to help him all 1 can, but I've exhausted my supply of goodies. If you have 
anything at ail in the way of rare photos or magazine articles, television appearances, stage reviews, or even an anecdote concerning Grayson, 
please help. Contact me here at WW, or contact Steve directly; Stephen Shutt, 49 Lowden Ave., Somerville, MA. 02144 

5; Speaking of biographies, a new biography of Louis Edmonds will soon be available from Clique Publishing. A "condensed" version was sold 
at last year's NYC Festival. SASE to Clique Publishing Inc, Grand Central Station, PO Box 1351, NYC, NY, 10163 (Yes, this is the current 
address!) 

doNE lUT ^OT jKORGOTTEN-.^EVERAT. i^-ISELATED JtEMS 

1: Many of you know by now that the series of 1991 DS-related comic books from INNOVATION is no longer being published. INNOVATION 
abruptly went out of business late in 1993. You can still find the comics in used-book/magazine shops, however. 

2: And more sad news — the full-color trading cards from IMAGINE, INC. are also no longer being made. IMAGINE also went out of business. 

3: The Ben Cross Barnabas Model Kit from ACTION KITS INTERNATIONAL is no longer available. However, the Jonathan Frid version is still 
available, as well as a "Barnabas Bust." See below. 

New 1# (Eollectibles 

1: The "Barnabas Bust" is a 5"/6"-tall sculpture of Jonathan Frid's Barnabas, depicting him head-and-shoulders, and wearing his famous Inverness 
coat (well, the collar, anyway). Supplies are very limited. You can still order it from: Action Kits International, PO Box 7201, Grand Rapids, Ml 
49507-7201 (Tele: 616-243-0808). The bust is $55 postpaid. There is also a "fuil-iength" 11" model kit of Jonathan's Barnabas, it's $94.95. 

2; At long last, there are to be two new music-soundtrack CDs released this year. First scheduled is the HOUSE OF DS/NIGHT OF PS single-CD 
with an accompanying photo booklet. Planned tracks include several unreleased versions of QUENTIN'S THEME as well as mood music from 
the movies, plus some HODS radio commercials. The planned release date is April 23. 1996, price approx. $16 (Rhino Movie Music #72401). The 
second CD to be released is the PS 30th Anniversarv CD Collection , which is to contain many previously-unreleased recordings of soundtrack 
selections as well as many ofthe rare 1960's 45s of various DS music. It's currently expected to be released in May, @ $13.98, by Varese 
Saraband. 



3: The new Josette's music box, originally planned to debut at the '95 Festival, has been delayed but is expected some time this year, perhaps 
in time for the June Festival in LA. It will be very similar to the original 1970 music box, and is to retail for under $30. 




4: Robert Cobert's DS Music & Photo book with piano arrangements for 12 tunes expects a June 
Festival debut. 

5; Also, the Festival has a new 1996 calendar currently available. It has black-and-white photos for 
each month and a character quotation for each day of the year. Write to DS Festival POB 92, 
Maplewood NJ 07040. 

Nfws C^n... 

1: the proposed new DS movie. There is nothing definite as of now. If this situation changes, 
SHADOWGRAM will be the first to report it. WW will also keep you informed. 

2: Also, there has been an announcement in SHADOWGRAM about a series of proposed new DS 
pro novels, to be based on the characters ofthe original series. However, there is no news beyond 
this as of yet. As before, SG will be the first to report this but WW will also keep you informed as 
news becomes public. 

Mpt uIapfs (Eontevue 

MPi began releasing the entire DS series on professionally-remastered video in 1990. As of now, 
ALL 1,225 episodes have been released {except for the "lost” 1841 Parallel Time one, which had 
to be recreated using photos). There are now a total of 254 volumes! Also, all 13 hours ofthe 1991 
revival series are available on video, as well as some unaired footage and recent inten/iew clips. 
There are also several compilation volumes of clips and highlights. MPI has recalled the 25th 
anniversary tape -- it is no longer available. However, MPI is soon to release a new 30th 
anniversary tape with new interviews and a variety of clips. 


FI (Ehannel Update 

The SCI FI Channel has been broadcasting since its debut in September of 92, and DS was part 
of its schedule since the beginning. Starting with episode #1 of DS (Victoria Winters’ arrival), the 
episodes went all the way to the very end. A rebroadcast ofthe entire series started immediately, 
and SCI FI is currently in the 1968 Adam storyline. DS airs at 11am EST (Sam Pacific), in a one- 
hour block that includes two episodes. At this time it is not known whether SCI FI will air the series 
a third time. The 1991 revival series has also been shown twice so far, and a third showing is 
planned. Check your local listings to see if SCI FI is carried — there are far too many areas to list 
here, but not everyone has it yet. 

(I^NTJNE 

Since WW last appeared, something really new has come upon the scene...DS on the 
InternetA/Vorld Wide Web. Subscribers to America On-Line or Prodigy can log on to the "chat 
rooms" (there are several, and you have to hunt for them all. I'm told). Also, there are several 
independent "chat rooms" to be found. Readers, please send me accurate updates/logon 
information for the next WW - names of chat rooms, contacts (if any), how to get in, and so on! 

doODBYF. TO (HWO jgERSONALITIES 

1 ; We are sad to note the passing of Clarice Blackburn (see NeW Yofk Times Obituary 
from Thursday. August 10, 1995, on this page. Thanks to Dan Silvio for 

sending it in) she was definitely one of DS' most talented yet unappreciated actresses, and will 
be greatly missed. 

2: Also. Dan "Marilyn" Ross, author of 33 DS paperback novels, passed away on November 1, 
1995, at age 82, of congested heart failure. He, too, will be greatly missed by DS fans. 

7^1NAT I Y. FOR ShOSE MhO MaY HaVF HeARD A 
?I?AT.SF i&UMOR... 

1, May Sutherland, am not now nor ever have been copying and selling any audiotapes of DS 
soundtrack music. PERIOD. This rumor started because of a misunderstanding/misinterpretation 
of a letter 1 sent out concerning the sale of some 30-year-old original records. Nuff said. 


Thanks to SHADOWGRAM for some ofthe info on these two pages 



Clarice Blackburn 

Clarice Blackburn, 
Actress, Dies at 74 

Clarice Blackburn, an actress and 
television writer, died at her home in 
Manhattan on Saturday. .Slie was 71 
and alvSO had a home in Cutchogue, 
L.I. 

The cause was cancer, said Marge 
Berson, her friend and executor. 

M.s. Blackburn was born in San 
Francisco and earned a bachelor’s 
degree in speech and drama from 
the Texas State College for Women. 
She made her professional debut in 
1947 on Martha's Vineyard in “The 
Circle of Chalk.’’ 

Her performance in an Equity Li¬ 
brary Theater production of “The 
Great Big Doorstep” (1950) led to a 
job as an understudy for “The Hap¬ 
py Time” on Broadway. She had lead 
roles in “The Grass Harp” and 
“American Gothic” at Circle in the 
Square in 1953 and played Shirley 
Booth’s wisecracking co-worker in 
“Desk Set” on Broadw’ay in 1955. 

She aiso appeared in “Juno” 
(1959), “The Miracle Worker” 
(1961), “The Queen and the Rebels” 
(1965) and “Good Day" (1965). 

Ms. Blackburn won praise for her 
performance as Zeena, the sickly 
wife in a television production of 
“Ethan Frome" in I960. She was a 
regular on the soap operas “As the 
World Turns” and “Dark Shadow.?.” 
As part of the writing team for the 
soap opera “All My Children,” she 
won Emmy Awards in 1985 and 1988. 

No immediate family members 
survive. 








Blop^ygra 

1967 


1. Episode #218 (syndicated #9), MPI Collector's series Vol. 
43: Willie had been playing sick, but took off to go to the 
cemetery, and Jason follows him and finds a cigarette butt in 
the mausoleum. From the shadows, Barnabas watches. The 
blooper is that Barnabas is standing in the graveyard with his 
hand resting on a gigantic gravestone cross. Wait a minute, 
aren't vampires allergic to crosses? (From Calvin Bowes) 

2. Episode #285 (#75-s) MPI VoL11; Vicki is sitting alone in 
her bedroom, and Carolyn knocks on the door, calling. If you 
listen, you can heara man's voice saying: "She cant hear "So 
Carolyn knocks louder. 


1795 

3, Episode #418 (#206-s) MPI Voi. 38: Nightgown switcheroos! 
In 1795, Josette runs from her bedroom in her nightgown, 
throws on a cloak and runs outside. Inthe next episode, which 
picks up where that one left off, she comes back, takes off her 
cloak,...and lo! she's wearing a dress. 

For that matter, at the end of #420 and in the recap at the 
beginning of#421. Josette is wearing two different nightgowns. 


4. Episodes #420 & 421 (#208-s & 209-s) MPI Vol. 38: Make 
up your mind, Barney! Barnabas bites the right side of 
Josette's neck in #420, and then he bites the leftside in the 
recap in #421! 

5. Episode #422 (#210-s) MPI Vol. 38: Everlasting candles! 
Joshua enters the secret room, and the candles are still 
burning after several days! 

Of course, that's really nothing new. "Everlasting candles" 
can be seen in all DS time-periods, even 1995. They seem to 
burn for years. Even when people enter a secret room or a 
hallway which has been unoccupied for years, there are often 
some brightly-burning candles conveniently awaiting them. 

6. Episode #438 (#226-s) MPI Vol. 42: Watch the skull in 
Trask's mirror very closely: at the very top of the mirror, the 
black edge falls down and one can see the room behind it. 


1968 

7. Episode #558 (#345-s) MPI Vol. 65: Just at the start of Act 
Three, Julia can be heard saying, "So we'll do it again." 

8. Episode #560 (#347-s) MPI Vol. 66: In the midst of a 
dramatic confrontation between Willie and Barnabas, Barnabas 
forgets his line. He just stands there glaring at Wllie. Finally, 
WIlie says, "Well — uh - are you saying you're gonna send me 
back to Wyndcliffe?" Relieved. Barnabas says, "Yes. I am." 
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‘Wowf 0’he second postage raffle raised over S70 for VWVs ravenous Postage Beastie (now hungrier than ever since 
the post office raised rates on us)! This was far better than I'd dared hope for. 1 want to give a very sincere "thank you " 
to every one who participated. 

f[)ue to the two-year hiatus between issues 10 and 11,1 thought it best to give out more prizes than I'd originally intended, 
since you were all waiting so long (and so very patiently - not one single complaint did I receive; thank you again!). 

And the winners are: 

Drawing #1: Ross novel #14 (BC & Quentin's Demon): PATRICK VANACORE 
Drawing #2; color photo of the Old House - five awarded (instead of the usual two): STEPHANIE DAVIS, 

LAURA HINDS, CAROLE STRUHAR, CALVIN BOtA/ES, and JJ JORDAN 
Drawing #3: set of eleven wallet photos: JOAN FORST 
The Mystery Dravi/ing: six awarded (instead of the usual two): PATSY SWIFT, ALLISON SCHACHT, TERRY 
DUGAN, JOE ESCOBAR, ELIZABETH McGILLICUDDY, and SUSAN SHALLCROSS 


RULES for Contest #3: 

1:Each "chance" at a prize will be $1, either in cash (check or money order) or postage stamps. The 
more stamps you send in, the more "chances" you get! 

2:1 know it's probably easier to send .32 stamps rather than SI stamps.. .so, for each four .32 stamps 
you send in (or each $1.28), you are also eligible for one chance at a Mystery Prize. Mystery prizes 
will be won by people who did not win one of the listed ones, after the first four prizes are drawn. 

3: For each "chance" you've sent, your name will be written on a slip of paper (let me do it - this is 
so that all the slips of paper will be identical and none will stand out from the others when drawing). 

4: You may enter for alt of the prizes (including Mystery) if you wish; or you may choose to enter only 
one ortwo drawings. Please indicate if you have a preference. Remember, only one prize per person. 
This gives everyone else a chance. 

6; Winners will be announced in LVW#12, not before — this will save me postage. If possible, prizes 
will be mailed along with that issue to conseve precious postage. 

7: Only current subscribers to WW may enter (so be sure to get any renewals in now). 

8: You may enter as often as you wish — until issue #12 comes out. This time I am not g'rvina a 
deadline, just in case issue 12 turns out to be later than I'm hoping for. I'll do the drawing as late as 
possible while working on issue 12, but if you happen to send in an entry after I've already done the 
drawing, I wffl let you know — you might want to put it toward the next drawing. 


DRAWING /: set of 10 color tv-photos from DS' final year of episodes (two sets) 
DRAWING 2: "BARNABAS COLLINS GAME" - 1969 - complete except for fangs (one only) 
DRAWING 3: my VERY LAST 5x7" color postcard from IMAGINE, INC. (one only) 
DRAWING 4: Ross novel #9 - "The Foe of Barnabas Collins" (one only) 
DRAWING 5: 8x10 color-laser photo of Seaview Terrace (classic Collinwood) (two) 
DRAWING 6 MYSTERY PRIZES.what could they be? Enter and find out! 
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IIII D95 MYC DS H:SI IVAI 


l?if Dan Silvio 


he trip to New York by Greyhound bus was very tiresome — a 
ten and a half hour ride -- but once we reached NYC at 7;30pm we 
livened it up! We were all thrilled at being in NYC, especially my 
daughter, Donna. Donna, my wife Jennifer, my cousin Phill Bondi, and 
myself walked from the bus station to the MARRIOTT MARQUEE 
HOTEL, which was only a few blocks away. The MARRIOTT was 
wonderful! The best hotel I have ever stayed in! 

On Friday, we took in the sights of NYC. Times Square, Broadway, 
Macy's, the Empire State Building. We did not have time to go to the 
Museum of Television and Radio Broadcasting as we had wished, but 
we did, however, make a trek to 433 W. 53rd Street to see the building 
that housed DARK SHADOWS when it originally aired twenty-nine 
years ago! Joe Bondi. Phill's brother, joined us later that evening after 
driving his car from Pittsburgh to New York. 

The Festival itself was a blast! In attendance were the following DS 
stars Lara Parker, Louis Edmonds, Kathryn Leigh Scott, Roger Davis, 
Chris Pennock, Diana Millay, Conrad Fowkes, Alex Stevens, Paula 
Lawrence, Sharon Smyth, Denise Nickerson, and Barbara Steeie. 

1 am not sure how the "Lunch at the Collinsport Inn" (the inn from 
House of DS) went, since we did not attend that function nor did we 
hear anything about It from anyone who had attended. 

The program schedule was run out of order and the Fest was at 
least half an hour late with everything, but this is to be expected, I do 
have one complaint: during the weekend since things in the schedule 
had changed and ran late, events did not run as smoothly as other DS 
Fests that I have attended. When a video program or guest speaker 
would end, the transition to the next affair was rough and unknown 
since there was no master of ceremony! It would be at times 10 to 15 
minutes before someone announced or ran the next feature. Jim 
Pierson acted as MC at many of the star panels, but I feel someone 
should have been available to do this at all times, as has been done 
so expertly at many of the past conventions. Another suggestion would 
be to have a bulletin board of some sort with last-minute changes to 
the schedule featured in the lobby area outside of the main room. 

During the weekend, we enjoyed (in the main event room) such 
video treats as A VISIT \A/ITH VICTORIA WINTERS, DS BLOOPERS, 
the 1995 DS MARATHON. A CONVERSATION WITH CAROLYN 
STODDARD, THE BEST OF THE FEST, and more. We listened 
intently to the stars, as they entertained us with stories of their times 
on DS, their careers and what they are doing now. It was a thrill to see 
stunt expert Alex Stevens talk about his special FX stunts and the 
WEREWOLF! He even did the 'wolf growl' for the attendees! 

A BIG disappointment was that David Selby could not appear, due 
to his filming of Disney's MIGHTY DUCKS 3. But Denise Nickerson 
made up forthe missing Mr. Selby! She let us knowthat she and David 
Henesy always caused havoc on the set of DS and would terrorize any 
of the younger kids ofthe series. 

A memorial was run for Clarice Blackburn ((ED. NOTE: Sadly, Claric.e 
passed away in August just a few days before the Festival. She will he 
greatly missed)). And it is always a delight to hear Louis Edmonds 
ramble. Louis always seems to have fun when he is at a Festival! 

There were three Charity Auctions, with Items going from $17.00 to 
thousands. Ben Cross' "Barnabas cape" fetched $1,300 by Jimmy 
Hutchinson! Paul Brown (Pittsburgh's own) walked away with Joanna 
Going's DS director's chair for $100. An autographed script by Thayer 


David grossed $460, and I outbid other fans for a copy ofthe DS 
RESURRECTED book autographed by Joanna Going for only $55.00! 
Othertrivialfties included a Plaque from Jonathan Frid, DS paperbacks, 
DS-related LPs, a promotional miniature wooden coffin with the 1991 
series logo, and even Ben Cross' chair! These items, combined with a 
few others, were the particulars of Charity Auctions I & II. 

The third auction was held with Diana Millay and Lara Parker, who 
it seems had worn the same dress on the DS series! Charles Ellis 
made it known to Jim Pierson of this fact by producing a photograph 
of Lara Parker wearing the dress. A clip of Diana was shown from the 
1967 period of DS, to show proof that she also wore it. Both ladies 
played It up BIG to gain excitement and a BIG bid of $1,200 ("t have 

$750.do I hear 751 dollars and fifty-one cents?"). ((ED. NOTE: II was 

annoumed that the -proceeds from the sale ofthe dress would l)e dmiaf.ed in 
memory of Clarice Blackburn to the American Cancer Society.)) 

Another fun highlight of this year's formalities was "DARK 
SHADOWS ON BROADWAY," where the stars recreated their original 
roles from an actual script! This was such fun! 

I personally spent a lot of cash in the dealer’s room, I obtained such 
items as the Famous Monsters BARNABAS COLLINS POSTER from 
the 1970’s, the Paperback Library DS collector’s box. many photos, 
videos from the DAN CURTIS COLLECTION from MPI, DS stationery 
from MPI, STRANGE PARADISE Volume 2, both Whitman DS puzzles 
in beautiful condition (and complete, I might add), plus many other DS 
collectibles! Donna and Jennifer bought T-shirts from Roger Davis. 

\A/hile browsing in the dealer's room and saying hello to DS dealers 
and friends, I happened upon a film crew shooting a documentary on 
horror films and its fans, and a lady with a big, floppy straw hat was 
holding up magazines with DS on the covers as the camera filmed 
each one. To my surprise it was Barbara Steele. I asked her if she 
would, when she had a moment, sign an autograph in my DS 
RESURRECTED book (the one with Joanna Going's signature). 

The DS Festival Banquet was also pretty neat! This was our first 
banquet. Afterthe wonderful dinner, Jim Pierson and Denise Nickerson 
picked numbers for prizes, and special videos were viewed. 

Donna made friends with all ofthe stars' children, and Sharon Smyth 
took Donna's address and said she would write her — and she has! 
Lara Parker, Denise Nickerson and Chris Pennock just loved Donna! 

It was a thrill for all of us to personally meet and talk with Louis 
Edmonds. And he was so gracious and fun, and took photos with us 
all! i was introduced to Mr. Edmonds by Craig Hamrick. Craig told him 
that ! was the guy processing the photos for Louis' upcoming 
biography, and Louis thanked me for doing this. I was so happy to talk 
to him! later, as I passed Louis in the dealer's room at his dealer’s 
table, where he was selling his CD "Nobody Cares About Langley" and 
autographing them for fans, he called out my name. I was surprised he 
actually remembered it! 

It was sad to seethe convention come to an end, but thoughts ofthe 
happenings during that weekend kept popping into my head as we 
headed home on the bus the next day! 


*The End — until the next FestNall 






ABOVE: Little Donna Silvio was a big hit with Chris Pennock ami Denise Nickerson. 
This was Denise's very first Festival (photo by Jennifer Silvio) 

ABOVE RIGHT: Lara Parker signs autographs (photo by Donna Sihrio) 

FAR RIGHT: Queen of Horror (and New DS' Dr. Julia Hoffman) Barbara Steele 
at her uMtograph table (photo by Dan Silvio) 


BELOW: ABC TV studio that housed DS duriMj its original run. as it looks today. 


('urrent photo 1995 by Dan Silvio 
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Sark A«0uirr0 



a Trivia Q&A column by Charles Ellis 



A5 an expert on DS plotlines and trivia (I've won two DS Festival trivia contests in the past), I have been 
asked questions by fellow fans about the show, its actors and plots. Each column will provide answers to 
any question you may have on the show, as well as tell little-known facts about DS. If you need to know, 

write to me with your questions: 

Charles Ellis c/o "Dark Attswers," 244 Ada Drive #2, Staten Island NY, 10314-1434 



Siepvie 3 begin, mg inaugwud coiumn, J’d Uhe to- eoctend mg thcuiUo to (DS fanIWW auBoeuBex SaUg 
J'iuAola of. £aJie 3‘£add, 3lauda, fox. auggeating the title of tfiia column. SlatBex dixect, ian't it? fJhoct'a 

what 3 ptomiae to Be in tfua column! 


L Our first question is from none other than May Sutherland herself! 

1) In pre-Barnabas episode No. 96. Sheriff PaUerson asks to use the telephone to make 
some calls. One of these calls is to 'Trooper Chuck Woodard. ” Is he a rekUion of Dare's - 
- brother, father, cousin, smj. nephew? If so. is there a story lurkiny somewhere in this? 
and why isn 't he around later in the show? 


} —I. Well, May, your guess is as good as mine! Here are a few facts to consider. First, the episode was written by the late Francis 
Swann, who left the writing staff months before the Dave Woodard character was introduced. Second, the show's writers had a strange 
habit of being obsessed with certain names, which they would use over and over in different circumstances. The prime example would 
be the name "Roxanne." Originally, Nancy Barrett waste play a character named Roxanne Morgan in the 1897 storyline, but that plan 
was aborted. In 1970, Willie had a fiancee named Roxanne during the leviathan storyline. However, this character was never seen 
onscreen, Lastly, Donna Wandrey played Roxanne Drew in three storylines in 1970. See what I mean? Sam Hall & Gordon Russell also 
had a thing for "Daphne," as personified by Lisa Richards as Liz' secretary Daphne Budd in HODS, and by Kate Jackson as Daphne 
Harridge in the summer 1970,1840, and 1841PT storylines. {{NOTE FROM MAY: Howabout Daphne Collins in the NBC revival series?!}} 
Lastly, Ron Sproat was a staff writer when this other Woodard showed up in 1966, and Mr. Sproat stayed for another two years - during 
which time the character of Dave Woodard was introduced (and killed off) in 1967. He may have given the trooper his surname during 
a story conference with Messers. Swan and Wallace. But that’s my theory. If this trooper were related to Dave, he could have been a 
vital source of information regarding the investigation of Maggie's abduction and all those strange village attacks in 1967. 
Hmmmmm....sounds like a great idea for a story. May! 


' 01 . 

/_L May Sutherland strikes again! 

2) What ha.ppe-ned to Vicki's first boyfriend on DS. young attorney Frank Garner? 
According to the Festival s hook f'The History of DS 1966-196/'). the last time we see him 
he s trying to help solve the mystery of Laura Collins. Where did he go? 


At the 1993 DS Festival I went straight to the source and asked Ron Sproat! He told me that Conard Fowkes had a play to do, 

so his role was discontinued. Not being satisfied with such a pat answer, I asked the same question to Conard Fowkes himself two years 
later! I He replied that he did ieave for other things, eras he put it, "I went across the street" to the studios of "THE EDGE OF NiGHT" 
where he played the role of "Steve Prentiss" in 1967-68. It would have been interesting if he had stayed on the show aflerthe character 
of Barnabas arrived... 


Lastly, Calvin Bowes has this problem that needs solving: 

3) When Barnabas went back to 1796 (sic) to save Vicki, he was only gone from the 
present day for a few hoars. When he went back to 1897. he was gone for several months. 
But the question is. what happened to Adam when Barnabas went back to a time before 
Adam was created? Was he put in limbo? Did he die when Barnabas went to 1897 (which 


might explain why the Leviathans were able to make Barnabas a vampire again. On the 
other hand, according to Sam Hall. Adam was alive in the Far East in 1971 where he 
contracted a disease that .Mia had to cure. The Leviathans may have been able to 
circumvent the "Adam cure” by supernatural means)? 


llAheory: Calvin, I have my own idea regarding Adam and Barnabas' trip to 1897 via the l-Ching. Since the life-link between 
Barnabas and Adam was a physical rather than a mental/spiritual thing (if Adam was physically hurt, so was Barnabas and vice-versa), 
I believe that when Barnabas went into his l-Ching trance, one of two things happened. Either Adam went into a similar trance — or he 
was unaffected, as there was no physical harm done to Barnabas as the trance began. Personally, I prefer the latter. Please remember 
that by this time Professor Stokes probably had the plastic surgery on Adam's face completed, and he may have been leading a new 
and hopefully peaceful life. 

As to Adam's ultimate fate? Remember when Edward prevented Barnabas from returning to 1969 by scattering the l-Ching wands? 
Barnabas' body then vanished in 1969 as both his physical and astral selves were in 1897. Wrth Barnabas gone, the link was severed. 
Had Barnabas returned to 1969 via the l-Ching, I think that the link might have been restored. However, he returned by the aid of the 
Leviathans, thereby insuring that the link would remain broken. The Leviathans already knew of Barnabas' curse, and may have known 
about Adam. Therefore, they probably felt they didn't need Adam for their plans. The life-link began to weaken when Barnabas went to 
1897, and was complately gone after several months as his body disappeared in 1969. For the first time in his life Adam was truly free. 
{{ ED. NOTE: Anybody else have any ideas and/or input on this one?}} 



And now, a lew pieces of DS trivia: 

w When Christopher Pennock married his first wife Marilyn Joseph in 1970, 
Michael Stroka was his best man. 

w DS hairstylist Edith Tilles used Pantene products on the actors' hair 

IV Before settling on the final story for the second DS film, Dan Curtis and Sam Hall 
seriously considered doing an 18th Century story for what became "Night of DS.” 

^ Lara Parker played opposite Robert DeNiro in Brian DePalma's film "HI, MOM!” in 1970, 
and her real-life sons Andy and Ricky played her children in the film. 



That's all for now — see you next issuell ^ 



MORS DAYS OF ^HAOOWS 

(the, 3rivdhm ddaentiued of. a Stadia JCid) 

by "Annie" Lundquist 


((EDITOR'S NOTE: In Issue #10 of W\N, "Annie" wrote a very well-received article detailing her very first trip to 
the DS studio back in 1968, and how she and her mother met Jonathan Frid (and how she innocently dreamed of 
getting her single mom together with Jonathan!). Now, back by popular demand, "Annie" picks up where she left 
off to give you another fascinating glimpse into the studio world!)) 



time went on, I made lots more trips to the DS studio. Eventually, my mother trusted me to go by myself 

sometimes. I went every time I saved up enough money for bus fare. Soon, 1 had many friends at the studio — some 
were even employees of ABC-TV. 

But, alas, my heartthrob, Jonathan Frid, looked at me like 1 was just another "studio brat." And why shouldn't he? 
With all those glamorous, beautiful actresses on the show surrounding him, why should he pay any attention to a girl - 
- or her mother— who were a couple of Plain Janes from li'l' ol' Springfield, Massachusetts? 

So I got a brainstorm: I'd fix myself up by taking modeling lessons — and then I'd show Mom what I'd learned so 
she could jazz up her image, too. We became a team, of sorts, to try our best to attract some attention from Jonathan 
Frid. It all seems so ridiculous now. But back then it was a serious business. We'd keep getting just enough attention 
from him to keep us going...back then, simply hearing him say "Good morning" with that suave Shakespearian accent 
was all the encouragement we needed. 

I read every article about him that I could get my hands on, hoping to get to know him better, his likes and dislikes. 
I read that he liked women with long hair and black stockings...so guess what? Mom and I changed our short 
hairstyles and struggled into those obnoxious new-fangled black pantyhose every day we went to the studio. It was 
hard work getting made up and getting from Springfield to the DS studio by 7:45AM on the days when Jonathan 
worked, but it was a labor of love. 

My mother became friends with Denise Nickerson's mom, and so we could get inside the studio on some of the days 
when Denise was working. Denise Nickerson and David Henesy were typical kids, chewing bubble gum and playing 
hide-and-seek on breaks. 

After awhile, the modeling lessons began to pay off, and I started to look and feel quite grown up. Occasionally, 
somebody from the studio would invite me to do something exciting — like go to a Broadway show or eat in the 
Britany (the after-work hangout spot of the cast and crew). Then I'd tell them I was only seventeen, and they'd cancel 
the invitations. I was getting noticed — but not by the right person. 

One day I got to know the girl who gave Jonathan Frid his dressing-room key every morning he was working — 
Denise D. She invited me and a girlfriend to her place to spend the night, and I ended up staying for four days! 
Looking back, those were probably the happiest days of my life so far. We went all over the good parts of the city, 
star-hunting, TV and movie-studio crashing, and just generally having a good time. We got into a lot of exclusive 
places like the TV studios because we were smartly dressed and looked as if we were employees. 

One of the big highlights of our days together was being joined in our gallivanting by one of the DS cast members 
we ran into while having dinner at the Britany. I'm not going to tell you who it was in this article because we all 
terrorized the town from Greenwich Village to the upper Bronx, singing Broadway songs and dancing in the street. 
We got around by taxi, subway, and bus, while the cast member told us amusing stories about what it was like 




^ JHjo^^ hap^fty, dcuf± at the. 


(all photos this page are from the collection of 
"Annie" Lundquist) 


RIGHT: Hi. U's me. Annie" again — paying a friendly 
call on Barnabas at the Old House...but 1 don’t know if he 's 
at heme to hear my knock, since he left the front doors wide 
r/pen! Seriously, my girlfriend and I had lots of fun the. day 
we posed on the DS sets just as if we were residents of 
Collinwood. 


BELOW: I guess I wasn't supposed to. but I just co-itld not 
resist taking this o'ncerm-a-lifetime shot of Jonathan 
Frid s dressing room! 


RIGHT: Out friends. Denise Nkkerson anti her 
■mom. arrim at the .studio. 


BELOW & BELOW RIGHT: My mom and 

I made the most of our chance to see inside 
the dressing rooms... I even got to wear 
Barnabas cape and onyx ring! 


^ li" 





HiiiiiPl 


LEFT & FAR LEFT; 

August, 1968..M was 
exciting far us kids outside 
the studio the day the 
mysterious cofpjn arrived. 
But you ll probably recognize 
it as the erne they used, for 
Tom Jenn ings! 


(AH photos on this page are by “Annie" Lundquist) 
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RIGFIT: And here im; are in the. Old House drawing 
room, waiting for Willie to come and lay a fire in 
the fireplace. In later years, this photo suffered some 
water damage in a basement flood, hut fort,unat.ely 
only at the very top and a bit on the side. 


BELOW & BELOW RIGHT: 

By now. the, front, of the, .studio mas like 
a circus of people, swapping pictures, 
stories and memorabilia. 

Below are Robert Rodan, Grayson Hall 
and Roger Davis — below right are 
David Henesy and. Michael Stroka. all 
.surrou:nd.ed. by admirers. 








working on DS. It was all crazy, but innocent fun. However, the next day the cast member acted like he/she didn't 
know us. Oh, well. Further adventures awaited. 

Denise D. had a bunch of art supplies at her place, and I asked her if she'd paint a picture of Barnabas for me. She 
gave me a canvas and told me to paint it myself! I spent all of the 3rd day working on it. I'd never thought of myself 
as artistically-inclined, but 1 wanted a nice painting so badly that 1 forced myself to do a decent job. I gave it to my 
mother, who still has it hanging on her bedroom wall. 

Then I turned 18. Mom and I had to leave our big house and move into a smaller one. I asked if I could go to 
college when I finished high school (some college in NYC, naturally) because I'd heard the Jonathan Frid liked 
educated women. But she said she couldn't afford to send me. By now she had pretty much given up on the quest for 
Jonathan herself, but she still went to the studio every once in awhile just for fun. I, however, was more determined 
than ever to be part of the world of J.Frid. 

Anyway, I knew that soon I'd have to think about some sort of job. But what? Some of the people at the DS studio 
suggested that I take a job as a camera operator at the local PBS station. Another suggested I be a tour guide for NBC, 
or become a wardrobe mistress on Broadway. The world is a land of opportunity for the young. 

I was friendly with one of the studio supervisors at DS, and from time to time he'd let me into the studio and pay 
me a little money to run errands, like go get things to eat. Soon, others at the studio had me going to the store or to 
Roach Coach in exchange for cash or, sometimes, interesting DS memorabilia such as teleprompter tapes or scripts. 

All the commuting from Springfield to NYC was tiresome. I wanted to move to the city, but just couldn't quite leave 
Springfield permanently. I was still too immature to be on my own like that. 

By now, the outside of the DS studio was crowded with excited fans from all over the place. I was no longer the 
person who'd come the farthest to be there. The front of the studio was like a circus of people, swapping pictures, 
stories and memorabilia — all hoping to get inside the studio or at least meet their favorite DS stars. People of all ages 
showed up in any weather, with friends, radios — even pets. Hippies brought musical instruments. There were 
"Friddies" (Frid fans), "Selbies" (Selby fans), and even a few "zombies" (people smoking pot rolled up in red, white and 
blue papers). There were even snack vendors selling hot dogs and sodas. 

Sometimes the crowd was so big and rowdy, the stars tried to sneak out the back way. The fans soon got hip and 
planted spies around the block to yell if a star came out the back door! 

Every day was a wonderful, exciting experience at the DS studio. Best of all, I got to be around the man 1 
worshipped (me, and lots of others, unfortunately). Still, I had some lucky, memorable moments. Maybe I'll write more 
someday. Until then, may your life be filled with Dark Shadows! 



ABOVE: Auffu-st. - Clarke Blackburn waves a 
cheenj goodbye to us as she leaves for the day. (Photo by 
"Annie" Lundquist.) 



ABOVE: Probably 1969 — Jonathan me. How I loved 
him!!! Yet. in spite of the ■Jo.sette-style curls. 1 don 't think 
he ever noticed... (Photo courtesy of "Annie" Lundquist} 






Cell! nspcrT raits 


it'y O/Ma/ycu ^a/e:i 


TotJIdHT l^E'RE Qo//^q, 
jD T/tLK Adouj soummi- 

THAT'S fl lot Of fun ■ 

FO/E PS 770 AJ 5 / 


IsTAf^'^L’ WITH. 
fiPHflODl^(AC5£ \ 


^THB GREE^ GOO OF 
LOi/£. £pDS. /5 THE LTO‘ 
6F "emve 


Heff' 


.' p/W 4fJD CfWUWNOS, 
me fb/2£5T-l.ORDaoj)S 1 
UJ£ 7 ?f fiE5fO^^I&Lk A 

FO/? Sr??fM 4 rH 4 '^'^ « 

Fejnnyy.Tue _ 

OF JHOF PoWOS. U/A5 

IWTHf 

TUPtfHEAOS. /IN 
OvEiKW PKSCFifT 
PQ 5 S 0 N IS ACCU5S:0 
OFHAulf^a HOlTNy 
this PE/150H. I 


WF'ii 7 R 4 to keep I 
IT 6-RflTFD, ■ 50 , TO 
afl/AOCr OUT DQeTFDj 
LOHE SCEA/eS, THf I 
paePTED hou'JElOop^ 
foMHcAE UJIU S£ 
NOpTTD 5HCMJ n 
VlOLEMT /KT (WSTEUD- 


AiIT/Jzia/C. TTf 

ARRCa^ OF LOU6 ARE 
IN THE H/>n05 of a FAl 
.UiifJObT} aray anO 

, ser peapu o 

AT THE AIM IS 
ijSuAUM Uf. / ^ 


Such 

Cu#>rP/7K / 


7W CONNECnOKT ID PaOAaJISM 
13 PR Em 08 VOU 5 ... ■•J)(>HK>l>rTE" 
GREEK G 0 PEE 35 OFJDiJE,.. 

_ NOT 

' FA/THFUi TO HEie^ 
^u53/9^^ 

HEPHAESTUS— 

iou (wflA/r 

HiMEH. GoD 
(TMAmAGE, 

^ \ FORTM- 




A60\i£ ^ 




(OTCdUfiSe^ 
n/ERt'S PA5S10M 
AMR TH£«F^ 
PASS/RMNE...') 


CHQWP. 

= cNuCC^ 

- 

(L 

TTF 


4;hich is 
UjriT Wf EAT 

\JBN\50H, 

MOT 

"Veer MEAT" 




apple's V ^ 

\ [iigeoNS 

FAVORITE 




N 


o 


f%XA/0€KEO 


6/2fcEH 


t 




^ 18 




.... the Fclkicre cf Lcve — Part Cne 


PS'icHE. iHt Roman goddess 

OF THE SOUL. UjPiSlHE MATE Of^ 
CuPlO. ITS EAST JO SEETHE 
comFoiOk) Betwefnihe 
HEART AND THE 5PiR.n. 



fAoae 

<0 char-ws- 


“TyfiKf 70558 THESE QHIcB^ H5HES" 
IS /jiv EL12/I3E7HHAJ 5 oai& OF DESper/fTE 
5Peil-c^st/mc5 to HCHIEUE L0\JE. 


5u«fiau0? 


DRIfO 

MuMMifj&dieC) 

TOMUB 




C'MOM 

Eocex. siFC, 
ALOUC... cxips, 
THE BLEly 
El£E HEMINTS 
. sou O P 
LAUHA... 



4 

3y 

THOMAS 

iUl 


TJFpi^E psiCH-ic^i^cTiohi, people 

AAuFRFfN using magic since time |AAMEMQ(?l>l^ 

TO BIND TO 3ETHE 

amp 




SPANISH m. THE 

I EC b NUT AT A-PHNoDUhAC, 

I5 0A7W A LEGEAid. i3uT /AJ 
iuGOSLAm eustj a 

(^FTTA^n 

GOES EOft Aiyi^r T^OO 
PFIZ POUAJO..^^__- 

;P/!e^uUatco..YHF 
ajAMFOF the ytuAGE 
THHT HPT>-‘JESr5 IT, 
lKEhHT> "ADULTEPH" 

/ eaicu^H 




^ lO 




CollinspcrTraits — ccntinued 


BflC^ TO COOD OtD yeA/US. 
50C/Ai DfSfASf C/fAJ C{KJ- 
fOffTUAJATE <:o/JSeQ<^eTJCB OF 
3mi^ oueJscT jqual) uja^ 
&a/t4Ei> CMJ N£R. 


F/9/?LiCfTRl5HAAj:s BTJSmTHE CUsioaa\ 
Of THE LSVE-FB^ MCfTu/AS fAAEAL TA/CEAJ [ 
10&a»EK TO SYAAGOITZE AFPEUIO/^ fMt> 

BFon£XHOoi>. 




m 

Q 

MiMPFomiLfk' 

P 

A (mOAAAM IJUHO 
PRACTICES An 

Pi 

SB 

ipeESPONSiSLE 

\ 


SBF- LIFE. 

r\o 




IF TOuff 
/} Gui, yow/ie 
f 

sAjyfi. 


\/OlT£ DRtrJk: sfMEfsf lovS 

povon. 

pOUOTl- F/^OM LATl^ Porto, 
Putat^e- "^ " luce a 

Por 5 o^j of Dose, 


Or. 


DUPWG WE fi/zAderpj^-JAME^l PEt £^5 

A CuSt of MAW-lock MAfOC/FJO AH ITJEIF 
OP 5 H 0 UJM 03 VIOU 5 L / U/fS A LOVELCCK. 



Q 


A love JcNdT 

4 R\QbOft, 

AL50 UbUfilMH 

Placed //u a 
/[ joncEAeLE place. 

TO 5H0UJ 7W£ 
Lo^loE mE(MuEf 
HOUR 
5 TEADHS CLASS 
PlK^G, pot? 
ETAMPtey 

AMD MOT TO fOA^ET lOi/t 
IT5EIFJ /r COMES FMoM THE 
AMOtO-SAFON ImOAD lUfU 


^ 20 ^ 



































{(ED. NOTE: Julia M. Collins, under her original name of Ellen Bosley, was the third president of the official Grayson Hall fan 
club, publishing the "GRAYSON GAZETTE" in the eariy/mid 1970's. She took over from Mark Messina, who had been the 
second president. Copies of this newsletter are extremely hard to locate today; although, between Julia's archives and some 
located by Charles Ellis, I have managed to get nearly all of them - I think. This is the story of how Julia came to meet this 
fascinating and very special lady, and to publish the GAZETTE. We hope you will enjoy HI)) 




-din 1970,1 read in magazines that Grayson Hall was a gourmet cook and interior decorator. 1 asked my father, who lived 
in Thailand, to send Grayson a Thai cookbook and Cambodian "rubbing" (pictorial art). I reasoned that she was a very 
cosmopolitan person, and I wanted to choose things she would enjoy, but may not already have. 1 knew she was a French 
gourmet, and that her apartment furnishings had many European pieces (Louis XV tulips, Venetian mirror, etc). My father 
chose a picture of Cambodian dancing girls, plus the cookbook I suggested. He knew very well 1 adored Grayson -- that 1 
spent any free time drawing her picture, making a ceramic bust Sc. mask of her and haunting the magazine racks and 
collecting photos. My mother is still jealous of Grayson, and probably with very good reason (by the way, much of my 'GO'S 
DS collection is gone -- probably for that reason). 

Grayson received the gift and wrote me a lovely handwritten note on a heavy personalized notecard. I was wild with 
pleasure and excitementl (Who wouldn't be?) In the note, she thanked me and said that if I ever came to New York she 
would enjoy meeting me (I lived in Hawaii at that time, and remained there until the early 1980s; graduate school in theatre 
brought me to Iowa). My father returned from the Far East with my stepmother, and settled in Arlington, Virginia. 1 went 
to visit them in 1972 and 1974, and it was during these visits that my father phoned Grayson and asked to visit her at her 
convenience. She invited my father and I for tea and we made arrangements to take the train to New York. It was 1972, 
1 was IG, and filled with e.xcitement and nervousness at the same time. 

We caught the cab to Grayson's Seventh Avenue apartment. We went up in an elevator and got off in a foyer. Grayson's 
door had three locks on it. 1 remember being surprised that anyone would need so many. Obviously, I didn't know New York! 

Grayson opened the heavy door and invited us into the 
dramatic, high-oeilinged apartment. She led us into the 
living room, and I sat on the sofa while she took the chair 
by the door. I took in her appearance, trying not to seem 
obvious. She wore a floor-length brown caftan, white tabi 
(split-toe socks) and gehta (Japanese sandals to go with 
them) and her hair was in the 1968 Julia style. 

There were two little square tables in front of the sofa, 
rarely seen in photographs. Grayson asked my dad if he 
wanted a drink, and she brought iced tea and cucumber 
sandwiches for me. She was affectionate and a gracious 
hostess; she hugged me when we met at the door (which 
surprised and pleased me) and she asked me about myself. 
Although I remember, I probably told I liked French, and 
European history. I asked if she wouldn't mind if I took up 
Mark Messina's fan club, and she said she didn't care. 1 was 
again surprised, but tried to hide it. I thought she would be 
flattered, but 1 sensed, even as young as 1 was, that she had 
somehow "O.D.ed" or been "O.D.ed" by higher-ups on mobs 
of fans and DS-asinine questions from the media, and 
writers not giving her fresh and demanding enough 
material to stimulate her intellectually and artistically. Tliis 
Jackson Bosley (my father). Grayson, and me (photo by Sam Hell) was NOT stated, it was my assumption, based on the 





ABOVE: Sam, Grayson, and Julia 
on the red sofa. 


LEFT: Grayson and Julia are joined 
by Matt. Take a close look at the 
gorgeous antique mirror on the wall 
above the sofa. Photo by Jackson 


Bosley (Julia's dad). 


(All photos on this page screened 
by Dan Silvio) 
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1974 — ABOVE LEFT: Julia and Grayson CENTER: Matt (he is a real sweetie!). Julia and Grayson 

FAR RIGHT: Julia and Grayson in the dining room BELOW: Grayson in a corner of her dining room 
( PLEASE NOTE: all photos screened by Dan Silvio) 







frustration I sensed in certain articles written about 
Gravson at the time, and my own understanding of an 
actress' ambition (through my own years involved in 
acting). So I didn't mention DS. 1 asked a few questions and 
was introduced to Tlnng {((ED: Grayson's famous little pug 
dog))}. Sam came home and I thought he was wonderful. (1 
intuited that he was the steadying force in the 
relationship.) I hugged him, too, and photos were taken of 
the four of us, and my father and I left. For me, it had been 
heaven on earth to meet Grayson. I recall being shy, but 
my father says he remembers Grayson and I as having a 
marvelous time. She did know how to put people at ease. 

The second time we met was two years later, in the 
summer of '74. By this time I had researched her career 
very thoroughly, written the GAZETTE and sent her a copy 
of each. I knew what I understood about her work and life, 
and what information was missing. This made it easier. 

This time she showed us around her entire apartment (I 
don't recall the servant's quarters, but one article mentions 
some rooms, I believe). She did show us the living room, 
black &. white tiled (checkered) foyer with grandfather clock, dining room, kitchen, Sam her bedroom (with new pale blue 
quilting on the walls), the bathroom and Matt's room -- with lots of posters and other IG-year-old boy paraphernalia. 

Grayson complimented me on my dress, and we went into the kitchen and sat on the floor looking at her photo collection. 
She showed me one taken in 1954 with red lipstick, curled bangs and a ponytail. She also showed a wedding picture of 
herself and Sam (and 1 was having a bluyt!). She gave me stills from 'The Balcony/' "Qiii es!e^^'VOiL% Folly Magoo?/' "Night 
of DS," and 'The Screens." are now in the collection of Marcy Robin, along with photos from "Night Gallery," 

"Gargoyles, "and "The Great Ice RipolT' -- I gave them to her two months before I had any idea that there was a "Julia zine" 
(WYNDCLIFFE WATCH). I wanted a DS club to keep them, hoping they would have 'a good home" as I wished, in my old 
age, to center my collecting on Julia Hoffman material. 

Grayson also gave me HODS and NODS scripts and we just chatted away. {((ED: Julia has graciously given me the HODS script, 
and the NODS copy now resides in the collection of Chris Gunter))}. Grayson could not have been more supportive of THE GAZETTE 
if she'd tried, and I just recall being very comfortable with her. She wore blue jeans and a plaid summer blouse, and beach 
sandals. 1 can see from the photos, more than I remember anything specifically, that I was enjoying myself very much. 

Matt came home, and I was smitten with him at first sight (see photo). Matt said he was going to be a rock musician when 
he "grew up." Tliis is a reasonable career choice for a person whose parents are both professional artists. {((ED: Well, maybe, 
but Matt is now. as we know, a published author who is currently working on his second novel!))} 

That was the last time I saw Grayson, but my father and I were really impressed by her easy-going manner and genuine 
warmth towards us. Photos were taken -- Grayson was so patient! -- she and I exchanged hugs, and my father and I 
returned by train to Virginia. 

ABOUT THE CLUB & ZINE 

I was the third President of the Grayson Hall Official Fan Club, and editor of the GRAYSON GAZETTE, after Susan Foltz 
and Mark Messina {((ED: As many of you know, Melody Clark also ran an official fan club during the 1980's. long after Julia's club/newsletter 
was no longer being done.))} 

This was at a time when zines were no more than three to ten page newsletters with news, interviews, and lists of T\^~ 
photos to purchase. We had no video tapes, and I didn't even know fan fiction existed until 1993. The GRAYSON GAZETTE 
was small — only ten subscribers — but nevertheless it was a 'quality zine’ in its way, if a trifle erudite. 

This was mostly because there was absolutely NO material out in the magazines I had been buying, so 1 started doing 
serious research into Grayson's non-DS career. I basically read the script, compiled the reviews, included any photos (some 
of which were quite rare) and presented an analysis. I did issues on "La Ronde" (1955), "Six Characters in Search of an 
Author" (1956), 'The Balcony" (1960-61), 'Night of DS" (1971), and 'The Screens" (1972). Perhaps a little dry for DS fans, 
but 1 found out that Grayson's career had been misrepresented in articles I had read as being "a long line of spinsters." Well, 
I found from my own research that this was far from the case -- although it is ti-ue that character actresses do not often get 
the best possible choice in roles. (Sometimes this is true of ingenues also; look at some of the insipid, inane dialogue 
Alexandra Moltke was given). In any case, I want to say that Grayson as an actress is capable of the most virtuosic theatrical 
material available. The Genet plays ("Balcony," "Screens"), for example, and Pirandello ("Six Characters") require, in addition 
to the actors' usual requirements of wide range of movement and vocal and emotional skills, intellectual brilliance as well. 
In short, Grayson was an "actor's actor" -- a thorough professional. 



^ The End 







Sark (Ehoices 


by Kiel Stuart 

artwork on opposite page also by Kiel Stuart 



((ED. NOTE: Kiel Stuart is very ■well-known in the world of STAB TREK fandom, and she has also been published professionally (1 even 
found one of the books in a bookstore!). In addition, for some years she published an Author’s Guild newsletter called KEYSTROKES, bat 
■now does a smaller one called "The Backstreet Irregular" and another one devoted to the hobbies of knitting and crochet. So, if you recognize 
the name and are thinking Is this THE Kiel Stuart?" the answer is, yes, it is. I always look forward to receiving Kid s newsletters, and 
Kid (a-nd Howie) have been very helpful to me in sorting out a fey; computer/printer-related problems, too. This article originally appeared 
■in the MOSCON XW Program Book in September of 1992, before Kid .submitted it here. While I personally feel that there are other reasons 
that attract many of us to the .shadowy world of DS fandom — myself included — I have to admit that Kid does make a valid point here, 
if only from some of my conversations vMh several other DS fans. And. of course, like all of Kid's writing, it is a thought-provoking and 
interesting read. I believe that she is basing her observations only on the first two Barnabas storylines — 1967 and 179,5. respectively — 
■which indeed had very dark overtones. Later on. as we know, the Collins family — and especially Barnabas — underwent some major 
changes and became mtich less dysfunctional, at least in the present-day time period,.)) 



1091 Jltarked the 25th Anniversary of two cult-status TV shows: STAR TREK and DARK SHADOWS. The hysteria surrounding these 
polar opposites used to baffle me. Whole worlds sprung up devoted to each, made up of conventions, fan magazines and fan clubs. I didn't 
get it 

Now I do. If STAR TREK was the family we all longed for, then DARK SHADOWS represented the one we were stuck with in real life 

In case you've never been in front of a television, let me clue you in: on the upbeat STAR TREK, everyone got to be loved and appreciated 
for exactly who he (or she, or it) was. Only in that 'family" could the half-Vulcan Mr. Spock fulfill his own best destiny, and we knew in our 
secret hearts we could, too, if only we were Out Thar. The STAR TREK motto might have been 'There's a vray out of every predicament." 

DARK SHADOWS represented the flip side: the outrageously dysfunctional Collinses, whose lives (and ratings) changed with the 
introduction of Barnabas Collins, a 175-year-old vampire played by Jonathan Frid. Their motto? "I have no choice." 

Here's a pop quiz for you. Where have we heard this before? Who sold us this package deal that encompasses such add-ons as intimacy 
avoidance, change avoidance, reality avoidance, and avoidance of choice itself? 

Hint: the answer is right in front of you. Now, sharpen your pencils, no peeking, and we'll grade your answers later. 

What made DARK SHADOWS really interesting, what raised it above mere Monster Chiller Horror Theater, was that we were shown not 
only how Barnabas got to be that way, but his struggles to get out of it. It was never, "I can fly and turn into a bat. Whoopie!" 

Come to think of it, isn't the vampire myth itself a simile for child abuse? A victim of the vampire eventually becomes one himself, 
perpetuating the cycle. And everyone fears the abuser, whether rageaholic, alcoholic, or merely one of the Living Dead Jonathan Frid himself 
has been quoted as saying, "I played Barnabas as an alcoholic." 

How did the Collins clan get there, and how did the show manage, no doubt unintentionally, to portray child abuse with such accuracy 
and clarity? 

d^NCE 

Once upon a time, Barnabas viras a gentle soul. But the groundwork for his later blood rampages had already been laid by a rigid, unloving 
controlling father, a persecuting aunt, and an alcoholic mother. 

It all starts with a witch's curse. Back in the 18th century Angelique Bouchard dooms Barnabas with the invocation: "Whoever loves you 
will die." 

Now here's your answer to that earlier pop quiz: Isn't "the curse" what good old dysfunctional Mom and Dad bestowed on us? CYou're: 
lazy, no good, just like your father, mother, going to end up in jail, drunk, dead.") 

And we all do our best to fulfill the terms of the "curse." Be all that you can be. If all that Mom and Dad said we could be was a pathetic 
gutter-scraping drunk, why, how can we possibly refuse? 

As a result of his particular curse, Barnabas becomes "living, though dead—" just like all us other Wounded Kids, stumbling through life, 
never to know our true selves. 

Barnabas tries to end the curse, as most of us do now and then. A servant, the only one who knows the truth at first, attempts to stake 
him, but the witch interferes. And Dad finally locks him in a chained coffin, but it doesn't last. The curse always prevails. Why? 



ON'T ASK FOR HELP 


Well-meaning though he might have been, Barnabas 
withheld information about the witch to "protect" others. But 
by shielding the very ones he wanted to protect, he doomed 
them as well. If Josette, the object of his love, had known 
jealous Angelique was the witch, she might not have taken 
a header off Widow's Hill. 

Ignorance ain't always bliss. 

Barnabas also struggles against his desire to turn Josette 
into a vampire like himself, so he'll have a little company. 
He begs her not to come near, again not telling her why. 
representing the desire of Everyman to do The Right Thing, 
he sort of flails away unsuccessfully to protect Josette. But 
eventually he succumbs to his own worst nature, 
symbolizing Everyman's helplessness as well. 

Why doesn't Barnabas ask for help from anyone other 
than his servant (a "social inferior," and therefore "safe")? 
He has, like a lot of us, rejected his own helpless Inner 
Child. And why not? 

He was taught to do just that. His icy father tossed aside 
all his opinions as worthless. His shaming aunt thought 
smiling was a sin. His distant, ineffectual mother, who was 
never without a glass of sherry in her hand, took poison, 
then conveniently found the strength to climb to Barnabas' 
tower coffin just so she could die in his arms. 

is there hope? in the Program, we know already. Admit 
to that helplessness. 

Is Your Child caught In an Endless Failure Chain? We've 
all heard the info-mercial. And that's the very nature of soap 
opera: an endless failure chain. The soap isn't even a novel, 
where characters may go from frying pan to fire, but attain 
some sort of resolution in the end. Soaps have no end. Life 
does. In case of emergency, break chain. 



”Old. <T)arit 'Xiatiie " bij. JCiel Staarl 


’’BoN'T tell." 

When Joshua Collins, Barnabas' father, discovers what happened to his son, he goes to absurd lengths to hide it. The cover story is that 
Barnabas up and moved to England. "We can't allow anyone to know our son has become a vampire!" (Or, if you like, substitute any one 
of the following; Alcoholic. Homosexual. Child molester.) 

We see how Barnabas interacted with his father when he was still alive. It didn't differ ail that much from what went on afterward. Dad 
negated his existence, which ultimately set Barnabas up for his fatal encounter with DARK SHADOWS' Grand Abuser, the witch Angelique 
She lies, she cheats, she manipulates everyone in sight, and as a sort of a sideline, she practices witchcraft. 

Finally, Barnabas passes on that abuse to a host of innocent others. He lies, he cheats, he manipulates everyone in sight, and while he 
doesn't practice witchcraft, he does have this little habit of drinking blood, so it all evens out in the end. 

And the web of family life around him splays out into almost every dysfunction available: Dr. Julia Hoffman, hopelessly in love with the 
unavailable Barnabas, bending her Hippocratic oath to co-dependency and murder; drifter Willie Loomis, whose reward for releasing Barnabas 
from his coffin was enslavement, now shifting from the role of Barnabas' passive co-dependent, through the hero, to the abused child; Maggie 
Evans, local girl kidnapped by the vampire, then terrorized into losing her memory of the abuse; Carolyn Stoddard, restless daughter of 
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard, who becomes Barnabas' victim (with its stomach-turning hints of incest), and who says, "I don't want to be used 
any more; I want my own life!" To which, Barnabas blows her off, saying, "You're acting like a child. I refuse to discuss it." 

Just like Dear Old Dad. 

Very familiar territory to some of us. So we watch, like rubbernecking at an accident. 

Common denominator? The injunction "don't tell." Besides, even if you do, no one will believe you. 

In the present-day, young David Collins stumbles upon Barnabas' secret, and none of the adults will validate his experience. What? A coffin 
in the basement? A bat at your throat? Nonsense. Not our kindly Cousin Barnabas. 

But does Barnabas secretly wonder if this might have been the case had he asked for protection and help back when the witch got him? 
Given his background, you can bank on it. 

3iuST DO IT. 

All this made for very good and entertaining soap opera, as DARK SHADOWS' long run proved, 

Barnabas tried. But having "no choice," he failed. 

Yet choice starts with tiny pockets of resistance. DO tell. Tell until someone listens. Do struggle. Do enlist your higher power. Don't stop 
until you connect. 

We don’t have to emulate DARK SHADOWS to enjoy it. We needn't live in Collinsport, flying to our dramatic doom on greased skids. 

It's not always easy, but we do have a choice. And we only have to take it one day at a time. 


^ The End ^ 
















Sames have such power over us. What else will make us come when we're called'^ Western names were once dangerous; knowing your enemy's 
name as good as a doil-and-pin supply. This belief died down, the secret name becoming the middle name, but the care a couple gives into 
the naming of their children is proof the practice has not died (would you name your child "Dirt?"). 

The first name is generally how the world knows one, the last the ancestral root. It was important to be named well, but it was equally important 
that one wouldn't be mistaken for everyone else. How this handled? 

John in the old days was separated from all Johns by being John On The Plain (location name) or John Of The Mill (occupational) or John's 
Son (familial). And nicknames; if John had several sons, and one was lazy, meei John Slugabed. That name really exists, honest. THIS was a 
GREAT way to be separated from everyone else. Identity was desperately desired, which explains why names like Tate and Gibbon have been kept. 
Several cultures placed several different tags on one person. Nicknames do stick; plenty have been passed down. 

Time also contributes. Some cultures name children on the day they were horn. "Natalie" was born at Christmas, and "Cyrus" on Sunday. And 
look at April, May, June, Augusta, and Julia. 

Most cultures agree that names have power, evoking some kind of quality the person possesses. A Biblical wife apologized to David for her 
husband Nabal, because he was a fool, and his name meant it. The Puritans really subscribed to that: Just look at the women's names of the time: 
Furiiy, Peace. Charity. Constance, Virtue... Heaster meant "Be silent!" It was hoped those girls would be quiet. 

Idolization was popular, too. Adopting another's name was the ultimate compliment. In the early Church history, cults of saints were a dime 
a dozen. Taking the name proved your loyalty to the cult, not to mention taking the saint's name was considered getting their holy protection. If 
not for their influence, many names we use now would still be exotic. Among them are saints Peter, Nicholas, Margaret, and Patrick. H'ar heroes 
and leaders were also good for such flattery. 

Gathering this material was constantly enlightening, enjoyable, and sometimes Just awe-inspiring. "Surnames Are The Fossils of Speech" is one 
title / consulted, which is absolutely right. In this day and culture, something dating to the '50's is considered old. Finding out your name was taken 
from the war god of a prehistoric culture is a good way to shock your perspective into order. 

Arranging this article was much more difficult. It had to be interesting and attractive, neat and orderly. No one likes to see the same items pop 
up time after time: and after so many Charleses, I frankly felt disinclined to have anything to do with thal name, ever again. But there was so much 
material behind many repeated name that I spread facts among every heading. 

The names are listed in order of DSplot appearances. Jst names that recur are explained, but last names are listed but not explained a second 
lime. This is why Willie Loomis is in the 1967 group, and Hollinshead is in Parallel Time. 


EFA': 

A = Aramic 
A.S=Anglo/Saxon 
C = Celtic 
L = English 
F = French 


Gk = Greek 
H = Hebrew 
L = Latin 
N = Norse 
OE = Old English 
OF = Old French 
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OG = Old German 
ON = Old Norse 
P Persian 
PN = Place-name 
T = Teutonic 
W = Welsh 


I TIME nONORED GHOSTS: THE START OF COLLINWOOD (People Are Strange) 

COLLINSWOOD -- Exists in England. "Wood in dispute of ownership." 

COLLINS -- "Collin's Son." The English have two sources: 

1. ON for "black" (meaning dark-haired). And just look at them all (I tend to chalk up the blondes to Laura's genes). 

2. Greek for "victory" - orig.name "Nicholas" (from the 4th century Bishop of Myra, St Nicholas, or Santa Claus). 

DAVID “ (H) "beloved" 

LAURA - (L) "from the bay laurel.” Ancient religious name. Romans wore the sacred plant's leaves to repel lightning. It is ruled by the 
zodiacal sun, and a fire element Mages associate laurel with fire's purifying healing. A withering bay was a British death-omen; in their funerals 
the plant symbolized resL/rrecf/o/7. Seers prophecy by tossing bay leaves in fire. Loud burning is good luck, but if they burn silently... 
MURDOCH — (C) "lucky dweller by the sea" 

RADCLIFFE - (OE) "red cliff." Bristol PN. 

ROGER ” (T) "famous spear." Teutonic names often denote battle skill. 

DEVLIN — (C) Dublin "black pool" 

BURKE — (OE) burg="fort" 

EVANS " (C) "son of the warrior” 

MAGGIE (MARGARET) - (H) from Margallt "a pearl." A 3rd-century saint Pearls were deeply valued; they stood for the union of Earth 
and Sea. A purity emblem. Greeks thought them raindrops caught by oysters. They were used as medicine and, worn on Mondays with silver, 
protected sea travellers. 

SAMUEL " (H) "asked of God." Many Hebrew names are a form of prayer. 
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GUTHRIE - (T) "windy place- 
PETER - "stone" 

HASKELL - (N) "ash tree" - In Norse mythology, honored name for the tree that held up the world. Man was created when the gods were 
walking along the beach and came across two trees, an elm and an ash. From the elm they carved EMBLA, the First Woman, and from the ash, 
ASK, the First Man. 

JOSEPH - (H) "he addeth" 

JOHNSON - "(son of)The Lord Graciously Giveth" 

SARAH - (H) "princess" 

MALLOY - of the StAedh cult Taken by the fairies and rescued by St Patrick. (?A Christian adoption of AODH, the Irish fire god?) 

WILLIAM - (T) -defender- 
MORGAN - (W) -sailor- 

MATTHEW - (H) "God's gift" 

STODDARD - (OE) "keeper of breeding animals’ 

ELIZABETH - (H) "oath of seven." Seven is a sacred Hebrew number, infinite, and containing the rules of the universe (7 weekdays, 7 
colors, planets, etc). 

CAROLYN - (T) fern, of CHARLES. "Strong." Spread by Emperor CHARLEMAGNE. It once meant "man", admiringly ("what a man'"). 
WINTERS - "born in winter." As Vicki explained: "...your name is more than just a season where you were dropped on the most convenient 
doorstep." Curtis' inspiration came in the winter, so he used the season for her last name. 

VICTORIA - (L) "victory." Curtis' heroine had to evoke the past: VICTORIA was nicely old-fashioned without being stuffy. 



2. rule H.4PFE.\'INa: B.4RN.4B.4S' DEBUT (Blues Before Sunrise! 


COLLINS 


BARNABAS - (A) "son of Prophecy or Consolation" - Named by the Disciples who hoped he would answer their prayers for help (no 
wonder Barnabas didn't always get along with Joshua. Talk about putting pressure on your kid). ROBERT COSTELLO says: "1 got the name 
Barnabas off a tombstone in Flushing, NY, from an old Dutch graveyard that dated back to the 18th century... Barnabas! if you think naming a 
baby or a dog is something, try naming a vampire sometime! The name sounded Just right." 

ISAIAH — (H) "the Lord is His Salvation" 

CALEB — (H) "a dog," symbol of fidelity SAYERS son of (T) - "conquering" or (F) "food-taster" 

HOFFMAN — (T) descendant of a courtier, or farm manager, -mann and -man are German for "vassal," or human, from the serfdom days. In 
this context HOFFMAN can mean "owned by Hoff." 

JULIA — (L) "soft-haired/youthful." Marc Antony named the 5th month Quintiius after his friend Julius Caesar when he failed to become 
emperor. It became an official month In 44BC, right before a very important Ides of March. Julius also added its 31st day. Despite being a 
conqueror, military genius, a month-namer and a medical precedent by being the first C-section baby (or so legend says. Ifs possible. His girlfriend 
Cleo had the first nose job), his name isn't so common any more. Yet as late as Victorian times July was pronounced like "Julia" in memory of 
the namer. (NOTE: Originally Julia HAS "Dr. Julian Hoffman, one of the top men in his field." A typist slipped the N and Curtis thought. "Why not?") 
LOOMIS — a fiat alluvial plain by a pool: Lost Lancashire name of the district south of the Roch. First it was LUMHALGHS, became LOMAX 
by 1592, then LOOMIS. 

WILLIAM — (T) "protector, defender." 

McGUIRE -- (C) "son of the dun-colored" 

JASON - (Gk) "the Healer" 


PATTERSON — Scottish follower of the St. Patrick cult 

GEORGE — (Gk) "farmer" And the dragon-fighting saint. Still a wildly popular cult. 

PETERSON -- "Peter's son: son of the rock" Tough. 

ANTHONY — (L) "inestimable" 

WOODARD — (E) "wood-hard:" hardy, like an oak. The "hard as an oak" phrase predates the use of iron. When this metal came it replaced 
oak in toughness. __ 


DAVE - (H) "Beloved 
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3. A SPELL ON YOU: FLASHBACK 1795 (Love is the Reason) 


BOUCHARD -- (OF) Closest found analogy: occupation name for a butcher 

ANGELIQUE — "anger OR: (Gk) "messenger'’ ("Lo, I bring you bad tidings...") 

BRADFORD -- (OE) "iMde-river crossing (broad ford)." Place-name. 

PETER — (Gk) "Stone" The founder of the Church. His life's story attracted the Medieval imagination; his name was a fad, but had a bad 
rap in England from PETER'S PENCE, a yearly penny tribute from each householder for Rome's use. 

BROWNING — (NOE) "Of the brown (haired/skinned) people" 

MAUDE — (AS) From MATILDA. "Battle-mighty" 

COLLINS - 

ABIGAIL — (H) "Father's Joy" (Surely not a nephew's...) 

DANIEL -- (H) "The Lord Judgeth" 

JEREMIAH — (H) "Exalted of God" 

JOSHUA -- (H) "The Lord is Salvation" 

MILLICENT -- (T) "Strong worker" or (L) "Sweet singer" 

NAOMI — (H) "Pleasantness" 

DUPRES — (F) "From the meadow" 

ANDRE — (Gk) "Courageous" from ANDREW "Man." New Testament names did not take hold in Europe until the Norman Conquest. 
JOSETTE/JOSEPHINE — (H) "He Addeth" This implied that the person was a great treasure, a valuable gift from God. 

NATALIE “ (F) "Child born at Christmas" (So, Natalie, when were YOU born? No wonder she had an attitude). 

FORBES — (Scots-Gaelic) "From the fields" 

NATHAN -- var. on JONATHAN — (H) "A gift" 

SUKY/SUSAN -- (H) "A lily" 

GIFFORD ” (F) "Bloated, puffy-cheeked" 

NOAH — (H) "Rest; Consolation" 

MAPES — from MAS. a pet form for MABEL "My beautiful one" 

BATHIA/ BATHILDA — (T) "Commanding battlemaid" 

STOKES — (OE) S70C "religious site/outlying settlement" Midland place name. Several places in England have it 

BENJAMIN — (H) "Son of my right hand" This is more than a compliment In given blessings, the child under the elder's right hand received 
the bulk of the estate and birth-right 
TATE — Having an ugly or misshapen head. 

RUBY/RUPERT -- "Bright fame" or the jewel, rubinus, "red." 


'iOU'D Of‘D ifficult "TOO if 
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TRASK -- From a bog, swamp, or wasteland 

SIMON -- Actually, we don't know what Trask's real first name was. 
However, fan writer Warren Oddsson once proposed this one because a 
"simonist" is a churchman who uses his office for persona/ gain. 

WICK -- Swedish for "Bay" 

PHYLLIS — (Gk) "A green bough" 




4. BACK TO THE FUTURE: THE ADAM STORYLINE 
(Another Bad Creation) 

ADAM — (H) "Earth" From whence we come and whence we go. 
BLAIR “ Scofs for "a dweller of open country" 

NICHOLAS -- (Gk) "Victory of the people" (Yes — but whose??) 
CLARK -- Clerk, cleric (of the lower orders, not strictly celibate) 
JEFF/JEFFREY -- (T) "Good peace" 


COLLINS — CASSANDRA -- Barnabas commented rather cuttingly on 
Angelique's alias, that of a seer whom no one believed. Perhaps he thought of the literal Greek translation, "Who excites love." 

JONAH — (H) "Divine prince; dove." Cameo-spof of his tombstone, but we never found out anything about him. 

ELTRIDGE - ELDRED (AS) "fearful, inexorably terrible" (Whovians! Eldred MUST live!) 

LEONA — (L) "Lion-like" 

EVE - (H) "Life" 

JENNINGS — (OF) JEANIN ("Son of John") "God has favored", -ings" is often a corruption of "wise," meaning "friend" and sometimes "son of 
TOM/THOMAS - (A) "A twin" 

JOHNSON - HARRY/HAROLD - lAS; "Leader" 

LANG - (N) "Long" (tall) 

ERIC — (N) "Ruler of all" (Modest, that name. And so was the man.) 

ROGET - dim. of ROGER "Praise" 

DANIELLE -- feminine for DANIEL (H) "The Lord Judgeth" 


STOKES - 

ELIOT - (H) "God's gift" 

TIMOTHY - (H) "God-fearing" (Timothy is actually Stokes' first name, but he was always addressed as Eliot, his middle name) 



5. BEYOND THE GRA VE: QUENTIN STORYLINE, PART I (Spirits in the Material World) 


BRAITHWAITE — (ON) "Broad Thwaite" English place name 
EZRA - (H) "The Helpful" 

CHAVEZ — Spanish corruption of JACOBUS "the Supplanter" 

BETH/ELIZABETH — (H) "Seven's Oath" 

COLLINS - 

QUENTIN — (L) "The Fifth" Number names were once thought as lucky as the name'd number. "5" was sacred, pictured by the pentagram 
(!). DS, ever cribbing a plot, borrowed heavily from "The Turn of the Screw" — the original villain's name was Quirtt 
FINDLEY — Scots-Gaelic. "Fair One of Lugh (the Sun God}" 

JANET — (H) "Grace of the Lord" 

JENNINGS - 

AMY — (L) "loved one" Actually, Amy was first known as MOLLY (AKA Julian Hoffman), from MARY (H) "Bitter water"; or MIRIAM "Exalted: 
rebellious" 

CHRIS/CHRISTOPHER -- (Gk) "Christ-bearer" The man that bore Christ on his back. 

RAKOSI — Slavic. "Like a crab" Slavic countries liked to use nicknames rather than sweat formality. With gypsies, it's just as well. As long as 
no one knew their secret name, nothing else mattered. 

MAGDA — (Gk) "Tower" One of the first clues Magda's spirit tried to warn Collinwood with, was of the Tarot card, The Tower. 
STUART — French spelling of STEWART: a steward, housekeeper 
NED — (T) from EDWARD; "guardian" 

SABRINA — (H) from SABRA, "thorny cactus" From the English River Goddess, namesake of the River Severn, where flowers are thrown 
in as offerings. 




6. EDGE OF THE CENTURY: 1897 QUENTIN PLOT II (Full Moon Fever) 


COLLINS - 

CARL — (T) (dim. of CHARLES, "Strong ") From the root, "man," came a completely opposite meaning: "churl" 

EDITH — (T) "Rich gift," or (AS) "Happiness" 

EDWARD — (T) Same root as EDITH 
JAMISON — "James' son" 

JENNY/JENNIFER — (H) "Grace of the Lord." or CW) "White wave" 

JUDITH — (H) "Praise of the Lord" 

NORA — (L) "Honor" 

DRUMMOND - (OE) "Ridge" 

RACHEL — (H) "Ewe" — symbol of the gentle and innocent 

FAYE — "Beech tree" or (OF) "Faery." Given to people who were marked by the elves or had special gifts — or were Just plain weird (that'll get 
you every time). "Fey" is still used to describe psychics. 

PANSY — (Gk) "Remembrance." A flower avoided in Elizabethan times for its' psychic connofaf/ons; favorite of Oberon, Elf King of England. 
HANLEY — Staffordshire place name for "high meadow" 

EVAN - (C) "warrior" 

RAKOSI - 


SANDOR — (Hungarian) Hungarian from the Greek ALEXANDER, spread by the conqueror. "Helper of men" 
SHAW — Scottish. "Small woods" 


TIMOTHY — (H) "God-fearing" 
STOCKBRIDGE — (OE) "Lives by a log bridge” 
TRASK- 

CHARITY — (L) "Love incarnate" 

GREGORY — (Gk) "Vigilant" (No one's going 
to argue with THAT.) 

MINERVA -- (Gk) The Goddess of war, 
wisdom, and the liberal arts. 

WILKINS -- perhaps (OE) for "\/VilTs son"; but the 
"K" suggests "residence on a WIC (dairy farm)" 
DIRK — "a dagger" 
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REPORT TO TUNUUIRH 


bu Caluin Baujes 


(Hn explanation oF a»hy oie see micraphanes, cameras, and 
creuj an Dark Shadoujs!) 


I, Pungar, of the planet Tunuviah, now submit my report on the planet Earth. 

As many of you of the council do recall, you had sent several of us to this planet to 
observe its people and culture for possible invasion and colonization. Two hundred years 
ago, when I was only three hundred years old, i arrived at this planet with my crew and 
many cameras and microphones. The assignment was to find a common family on this planet and 
observe them. To accomplish this, we needed to find a common name. After searching through thousands 
of records of the people of this planet, two names kept coming up. 

The name we chose was "Collins," because we found a town named after them; it is called Collinsport. 
So, we discarded the idea of the Addams family and decided to observe the Collins family instead. 

At first, this family had only one house, so we installed all of our equipment and personnel inside. 
Although we are not invisible, we were able to prevent any of the occupants of the house from seeing 
us or our equipment due to our powers of Mind Block. 

Now, for the purpose of condensing, I have chosen to list only a few of the subjects we have observed, 
as we believe these people are good examples of the average person who occupies this planet. 





SUBJECT ONE: BARNABAS COLLINS 


This subject suffers from a "curse." Curses are quife 
common to the people of this planet. It seems that every 
one we have observed suffers from them in one form or 
another. 

The subject became a "vampire," which means that he 
drinks the blood of other Earthlings and sleeps in a coffin. 
He also has the ability to change himself into a bat. 

But it seems that many people don't like him. Some 
have even tried to drive a stake through his heart. His 
own father even chained him inside his coffin for a long 
time, and if it would not have been for a grave robber, 
he would never have been freed. 

You must all understand that ALL of the occupants of 
this planet are very strange! 
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SUBJECT TWO: ANGELIQUE BOUCHARD COLLINS 


This subject is a "witch." You must all understand that 
"witchcraff is practiced by many people on this planet 
in one form or another. 

It seems that this subject was supposedly in love with 
subject # 1 of this report, Barnabas Coliins. He was not in 
love with her, so she turned him into a vampire. For 
many years now, she has been trying to make him love 
her. 

One point I must strongly stress is that the temales of 
this planet are very vindictive, If fhey do not get what 
they want, they will make you suffer in some way. I once 
observed this subject turn a man into a cat. 




SUBJECT THREE: QUENTIN COLLINS 

This subject also suffered from a "curse." Very common, 
as you can see. He was a "womanizer" — he wanfed to 
have as many women as possible. But a gypsy put a 
"werewolf curse" on him because she did not like this. 

For awhile, every time there was a full moon he would 
become a hairy wolf fhaf had shrunk abouf three or four 
inches. Affer becoming this hideous creature, he would 
proceed to kill people. 

But this doesn't happen any more, because he had a 
painting made of him that becomes a wolf instead of 
him. I don't understand this, but I only report what I 
observe. 



So, from the 200 years of observation of the occupants of this planet, I must conclude that the 
planet’s occupants pose a great threat to all life everywhere in the universe. Even now, Earth is sending 
people into space. If this is the average family of this planet, which we believe it is, then I must strongly 
recommend that we destroy this planet at once. We cannot take the chance that VAMPIRES, 
WEREWOLVES, AND WITCHES will one day be able to reach other worlds. 

The future of the universe is at stake! 










■ubmitted and sc 
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iT.ere it is, Grandmother!" Emma announced triumphantly. 
"TTiis is the shop I told you about. I know you'll love it." Emma 
was pleased with herself. Her grandmother knew every fashion 
shop, jewelry boutique and antique store in London, but Emma 
was absolutely sure Grandmother knew nothing about this lovely 
shop. Well, at least it wasn't listed in any of the resource 
directones at Grandmother's fashion house. The gold lettering on 
the door of the shop proclaimed "THAMES ANTIQUITIES." 

"I found this shop a week ago," chattered 16-year-old Emma. 
"WTien I walked in, I got the rudest stare. In fact, I thought the 
salesman was going to throw me out. He said 'Young lady...'" 
Emma rolled her eyes. "Young lady! How I hate that! Anyway, he 
said I was in the wrong place; the toy store was around the 
comer. Toys' He changed his tune when I started asking questions 
about the Egyptian jewelry and the symbols. I think he was 
shocked when 1 knew what an 'ankh' was." 

Emma’s grandmother had remained silent during this 
monologue. Emma turned, surprised to see her grandmother 
starmg in shock at the door of the small shop. 

"Grandmother?" Emma inquired. 

"I didn't know this shop was still here," Annabel murmured, 
more to herself than to Emma. 

"Do you know this place, then?" asked Emma, disappointed. 

"From a long time ago..." Annabel replied from the distant 
depths of her memories. 

"How long?" 

"Oh, fifty years." 

Emma's eyes widened. "Then I guess it's time you got re¬ 
acquainted." 

"I'm not sure..." began Annabel, but even as she spoke she was 
propelled through the shop door on a wave of teenage enthusiasm. 

Inside, Annabel looked about in wonder. Nothing had changed. 
In fifty years, nothing had changed. Well, perhaps, some iqi-to- 
date security equipment and a modem telephone. But other than 
that the shop was the same. Annabel almost expected HIM to 
walk through the door leading to the back room. Suddenly, a man 
did appear in the doorway and Annabel's heart missed a beat. 

But it was only a sales assistant. "How may I help you?" he 
inquired. 

"Can you tell me who owns this shop?" 

"Mr. Douglas Grant," he replied. "Do you know him?" 

"No...I just thought it might still..." Annabel shook her head to 
remove the cobwebs. "I’m sorry. I used to deal with this shop 
some fifty years ago and I thought it might still belong to the 
same family." 

The sales assistant shook his head. 'Tm afraid that was before 
my time." 

"I daresay," snapped Annabel. 


The sales assistant had the grace to turn a bright red. 

Annabel quickly let him off the hook. "Peihaps you'd show me 
your line of Egyptian jewelry. That's what I wanted fifty years ago 
and it seems we've come full circle. Egyptian is back 'in.'" 

"Yes, madam, I understand. Tut fever." 

"Something like that." 

"Then perhaps you will have a seat at the counter." He 
motioned her to a chair in front of a small mirror. 'Til bring some 
of our nicest pieces out right away." 

Annabel sat down in front of the mirror. In it, she could see 
Emma perusing the contents of several cases on the far side of the 
shop. She smiled, looked about the shop briefly, then glanced back 
into the mirror. She froze In the mirror was the face of a man — a 
young, handsome face with blue eyes and dark brows. Her eyes met 
those blue eyes briefly. Then the face was gone. Annabel turned 
swiftly, knocking over a ring display, but no one was in sight. 

Hearing the clatter, Emma dashed over. Noting her wEite face, 
she asked, "Grandmother, are you all right? You look like you've 
seen a ghost." 

"Perhaps I have. He couldn't have been real; he'd be at least 
eighty years old." 

"Who?" 

"Quentin." 

"Who's Quentin?" 

But Annabel was staring into the mirror, as all her vivid 
memories crowded in on her. Suddenly, she saw herself as the 
twenty-five year old aspiring fashion designer she had been when 
she had first stood outside this very shop working up the courage 
to walk in. 
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A discreet sign on the door of the shop announced "THAMES 
ANTIQUITIES." There were no gaudy displays of merchandise in 
the windows. If the small sign had not been on the door, no one 
would have known a shop existed on that spot. Annabel paused 
with her hand on the door handle, not absolutely sure that she 
wanted to enter the exclusive antiquities shop. However, too much 
was at stake for her to be hesitant. 

As Annabel pushed the door open, she heard a small bell tinkle 
somewhere in the back of the shop. Other than that, the shop was 
silent, the thick oriental rugs muffling the click of her heels. 
Suddenly, a clerk appeared before her, having been summoned by 
the small bell. 



"How may I help you?" he inquired, while quickly sizing up her 
ability to pay for any purchases. She allowed herself a quick smile. 
What the clerk saw would be an apparently rich young woman with 
dark curly hair wearing an elegant peach-colored creation that could 
only have come from a top designer. What he couldn't know was 
that she was the designer. As of yet, only a top designer in terms of 
talent, not fame. And living and working on a strict budget; she was 
also the seamstress on this dress. Annabel intended all that to 
change, however. Soon, if all her plans came together. 

"Fve been told your shop is tiie best possible place to find 
Egyptian antiquities. I also understand you have an excellent line 
of replica jewelry based on Egyptian designs." 

"That is correct," confirmed the clerk, "Egyptian artifacts and 
replicas are our specialty." He paused and looked at her 
thoughtfully; this was definitely a lady he should refer to the 
owner of the shop. 

"If you will wait a moment. I'll get the owner of the shop. He 
is an expert Egyptologist, and over the years he has been to Egypt 
many times." 

"Thank you," replied Annabel. This was turning out to be easier 
than she had thought. She needed to speak to someone in charge 
and it had been offered without even asking. Now all she had to 
do was charm some musty old Egyptologist. 

"Good afternoon," said a soft American voice behind her. 

Annabel whirled around and found herself gazing into a pair of 
deep blue eyes, After a moment, she broke the gaze with 
difficulty. "Are you the owner?" 

"Quentin Collins, at your service." 

"But, you're young!" Annabel blurted, instantly regretting her 
hasty words. 

"I'm sorry," replied Quentin with a big grin. "Are you 
disappointed?" 

"Well, no." began Annabel, "it's just that I expected someone 
older. Your clerk describes you as an 'expert Egyptologist.' I've 
always assumed it took many years to become an 'expert.'" 

"I see. Well, I'll try to live up to my advance publicity. And 
who knows? I may be older than I look. Now, I suppose you need 
a bauble to wear to a party... and Egyptian baubles are the current 
rage." 

Annabel's anger flared. "I do not need a bauble. And 
furthermore, 



furthermore, I do not need your condescending tone. You have 
obviously mistaken me for some rich, pampered socialite." She 
stopped short. Now she had done it. She should have been 
charming and polite. Now he'd never lend her the jewelry. 

But when she looked up, Quentin was holding up his hands in 
surrender and laughing, "Well, then, suppose you tell me what you 
want." 

"Are you sure you don't want to throw me out?" 

"Cross my heart and hope to die," he replied. Fat chance, he 
thought. 

Annabel lifted up the portfolio she had balanced against the 
showcase. She withdrew several sheets of thick paper and spread 
them out on the counter. Silently, Quentin picked each one up in 
turn and perused it thoroughly. 

"These are your designs, Miss...Miss..." he squinted at the 
signatiue. 

"Annabel. Annabel Lawrence. House of Annabel." 

"I never heard of it." 

"Well, no. Not yet." 

"I see." 

"What do you see?" 

"A set of brilliant designs. You’ve done your homework well." 

"I've read everything on the discovery of the tomb of King 
Tutankhamun, not to mention every book on Egypt I could find. 
And I know fashion. Fashionable women will want designs inspired 
by Egypt. But I need the proper jewelry, too...and I was..." 

"Hoping to get a loan of Egyptian jewelry from my shop." 
Quentin finished for her. 

"Yes." 

"All right." 

"Just like that -- all right?" asked Annabel, incredulous. 

"What can I say? I'm a pushover for a beautiful woman." 

"You're mocking me." 

"Not at all. I admire someone who cares enough about their 
goals to go to all this trouble. Besides, I'll be collecting a rental 
fee, of course." 

Annabel sighed as she reached for her drawings to pack them 
away in the portfolio. "I'm sorry. I’ve wasted your time. I can't pay 
you...not unless the collection sells." 

"You can afford my terms," griimed Quentin. "Dinner, 
tomorrow night?" 

"Dinner?" 

"Just dinner." promised Quentin. 

Annabel hesitated. Dinner in exchange for the loan of the 
jewelry. Why not? Besides, even if there were no jewelry 
involved, she knew she wanted to see Quentin again. "Yes, I 
would like to have dinner with you." 




All eyes turned to watch the handsome couple as the maitre-d' 
led them to their table. Amiabel was glad she had chosen to wear 
one of her new designs — a soft chiffon in varying hues of red 
and orange reflecting the Egyptian sun. It matched perfectly with 
the gold necklace depicting the sun god Ra as a falcon. Quentin 
had arrived bearing the necklace as the first installment in his 
jewelry loan. Armabel briefly wondered how the two of them 
could have been on the same wavelength, but instantly dismissed 
the thought. 

As Quentin and Annabel were seated, the other diners turned 
back to their own conversations. 
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"I think you have a success on your hands," remarked Quentin. 
"All those women are just drooling to find out \N^ere you got that 
dress." 

"That’s a lovely analogy," Annabel laughed. 

"Ah, well," Quentin grirmed, "when you’ve been around as long 
as I have, you don't take these people too seriously." 

"And how long have you been around?" 

"Now," said Quentin, abn^tly changing the subject, "tell me 
about your plan." 

Annabel's eyes showed puzzlement, but she was only too glad 
to launch into a discussion of her favorite topic. "Actually, there 
are several of us working together. I've done the designs for the 
collections. A friend of mine is working on the fabric design. 
Another person is designing all the accessories -- except the 
jewelry, of course. Together, we want to present a complete line 
of clothing. In the meantime, we have to earn our living by 
dressmaking and all our spare cash goes into the dress line." 
Annabel paused to see if Quentin were showing signs of boredom, 
but he was staring at her intently. She wasn't quite sure whether 
to be flattered or vaguely uncomfortable. "We're very good at 
what we do; we even have a few wealthy clients who are very 
pleased with our designs. If we can just have a small showing, I'm 
sme we will be noticed. I hope." 

"Why not a full showing, an event? Invite your clients, the 
press?" suggested Quentin. 

"Money," replied Annabel bluntly. 

"Ah, the infamous root of all evil," Quentin commented, "but 
there's a lot more to evil than money." 

"I beg your pardon?" 

"Nothing. My mind was Just wandering." 

So he was bored, thought Annabel. Like all men, he really 
wants to talk about himself. "When did you first go to Egypt?" 

"Oh, a long time ago. 1896, I believe." 

"1896! You must have been just a small child. Was your father 
in the Army or did your parents just like to travel? Do you 
remember anything of that first visit? Did you..." 

"Stop!" Quentin snapped. "This is really none of your busmess. 
My past is my business only." 

"I'm sorry," replied Annabel, "I was only asking because I was 
interested. I wasn't prying." 

Quentin rubbed bis hand across his forehead and remained silent 
for a moment. "No, I'm the one who should apologize. You asked 
nothing you shouldn't; I'm just over-sensitive, I guess." He reached 
across the table and took her hand. "Will you accept my apology?" 

She gazed into his blue eyes and felt the warmth of his hand 
and knew she would. 

At the sound of a slight throat-clearing, they hurriedly dropped 
hands as the waiter stood poised to take their order. The rest of 
the meal passed uneventfully. Excellent food, music and light 
conversation. 

As the waiter brought coffee and dessert, Quentin suddenly 
asked, "Annabel, if I may call you by your first name, I have a 
proposition for you," 

Annabel raised her eyebrows, but Quentin continued before she 
could say anything, "Not that kind of proposition, as pleasant as 
the prospect might be. No, this is a business proposition. Very 
simple. I will advance you the money you need to put on a really 
spectacular showing of your new line. We can work out a 
repayment schedule as soon as you begin receiving payment for 
all the resulting orders." 

Annabel stared at him. not quite knowing what to say. A part 
of her knew she should say 'no.' But the prospect was too dazzling 
to refuse. "I would have to talk to my partners," she said 


noncommittally. 

"Of course," smiled Quentin. He had watched the struggle in 
her mind play across her face and knew she would accept. 

just love the way this looks." cooed Mrs. Sloan. "There will 
be no one else at the dinner party wearing anything so daring." 

Annabel nodded as she stood back to survey the results of the 
final fitting on Mrs. Sloan's dress. She was satisfied with her work, 
or as satisfied as she could be. Mis. Sloan's rather plump figure did 
not show the design off to its best advantage. However, the design 
was so flattering even Mrs. Sloan looked reasonably good. 

Mrs. Sloan cleared her throat and Annabel looked up at her. 
"Speaking of dinner," she began. 

"Yes?" 

"Well, I saw you the other night...with Quentin Collins." 

"Do you know him?" 

"He's quite well known. My husband has purchased many rare 
items from Mr. Collins. Mr. Collins can obtain almost any art item 
- at a price. There’s always a price." 

Annabel remained silent, waiting for Mrs. Sloan to continue. 
Get to the point, she thought. 

"I don't know how well you know Quentin Collins, but he does 
have a certain reputation...if you know what I mean. " 

"No, I don't think I do." 

"With women, my dear. He's handsome and charming and 
absolutely ruthless. His affairs don’t last long; once he gets what 
he wants, he'll be long gone. Surely, I need say no more." 

Annabel could not speak. Her anger was ready to boil over, but 
she did not dare offend one of her richest clients. And she didn't 
really think Mrs. Sloan was being malicious. 

"You don't need to say anything," said Mrs. Sloan. "Your life 
IS your own. I'm just offermg a word of warning." 

Annabel was working late, partially to add fmishing touches 
to her designs and partially to avoid thinking about Mrs. Sloan's 
words. She wondered if perhaps she was being a fool. She was 
beginning to like Quentin too much, and maybe he saw her only 
as a pleasant diversion to be dropped without notice. She closed 
her eyes and leaned back in her chair, attempting to push the 
unwanted thoughts out of her mind. 

"Tired? I've got just the cure." 

Annabel’s eyes flew open. "Quentin!" 

"None other," Quentin grinned. "I know a French restaurant — 
very small, very exclusive, excellent food and service. And I can 
provide an excellent dinner companion, of course. Then a walk; 
you look like you could use some fresh air after being cooped up 
all day." 

Annabel hesitated. She knew she had to make a decision, but 
it was too hard to think straight with Quentin standing before her. 

"Is something wrong?" 

"No," began Annabel, "well, yes. I was talking to some of my 
clients ..or rather, they were talking to me ..and..." 

"I see," replied Quentin ominously, "and you were warned 
about the notorious Quentin Collins." 

Annabel’s eyes widened in surprise. 




"Don't you think 1 know exactly what is said about me? Which 
stories did you hear? The ones about my business dealings or the 
ones about my reputation with the ladies? Or," he smiled, "the 
ones about my business dealings with ladies?" 

When Annabel didn't respond with an answering smile, Quentin 
continued, "Annabel, that was a joke." 

"Is everything a Joke?" 

Surprismg himself at his own calmness, Quentin moved to the 
back of Annabel's desk, grasped her hands in his, and pulled her 
up to face him. He wondered why he wasn't angrier. A part of 
him wanted Aimabel to believe in him with no questions asked. 
But only a stupid woman wouldn't ask questions, and Annabel 
wasn't a stupid woman. Too many of the rumors about him were 
partially true, and if he became angered and walked away, it 
would just give total credence to the rumors about his women. He 
realized how much he was beginning to care about Aunnabel - 
perhaps too much for his own good. Or hers. 

"No, Aomabel, everything is not a Joke -- but sometimes it's 
easier to make a Joke than be serious. I don't really have the right 
to ask for your unconditional trust, but I hope you will believe me 
when 1 tell you 1 care about you. You're not a conquest. I enjoy 
your company and I want to continue seeing you as long as we 
both want it And as for my business dealings ." Quentm removed 
a packet of papers from his coat pocket and tossed it on the desk. 
"Here are the contracts. Strictly business; I know a good 
mvestment when 1 see it. You can sign those contracts and never 
see me again...if that's what you want.” 

When Annabel didn't reply, Quentin asked, "Annabel, is that 
what you want?" He slipped his finger under her chin and tilted 
her face so she was looking directly into his eyes. 

"No," she replied softly. 

Quentin bent slightly to kiss her and all her negative thoughts 
disappeared. 

CUhe last two months had passed in a whirl. It seemed like Just 
yesterday when Annabel had stood in front of THAMES 
ANTIQUITIES wondering whether to enter. Thank goodness she 
had. Her life had definitely changed for the better. Her days were 
filled with a swirl of activity — adding last-minute design touches, 
sewing, fitting the models. And her nights were filled with 
Quentin Although she had hardly seen him in the last week. But 
it was her fault. Her fashion collection was debuting tomorrow 
and everything had to be perfect even if it took all her days and 
all her nights. Her whole future in the fashion world depended on 
it She briefly wondered if Quentin had found other diversions, but 
there was Just too much to do to waste time in idle speculation. 
Besides, she was sure some well-meaning customer would have 
notified her if Quentin had been seen in the company of another 
woman. She smiled to herself; this was the happiest time of her 
life and she hoped it would never end. 

It was quiet now. Finally, Annabel could breathe again. All 
morning she had been on the run with last-minute checks on the 
dresses, models, sets, even the rows of chairs. Then she had 
dressed in one of her own designs, trying to control her nerves as 
she greeted all the important fashion critics. 

Finally, she signaled for the show to begin. Hardly daring to 
breathe, she watched as model after model paraded before the 
crowd. Was that approval on the face of that critic, she had 
wondered. "Yes, he likes the collection," a familiar voice had 
murmured behind her. 


"How did you know what 1 was thinking?" 

Quentin smiled enigmatically and slipped an arm around her. "I 
Just knew." Just then there was a burst of applause that seemed to 
validate Quentin's observation. 

Now it was over except the waiting for reviews. 



2\nnabel paced the floor restlessly. 

"You're going to wear a hole in that carpet," observed Quentin. 

"I'm too nervous. I can't Just sit calmly and wait." 

Quentm grabbed her by the shoulders, stopping her in mid-pace. 
"Your collection was outstanding. The critics will love it; you 
have nothing to worry about." 

Aimabel eyed him with suspicion. "Is this a pep talk or do you 
know something?" 

"Who, me? How would I know anything?" 

"1 know you better than you think, Quentin Collins. You have 
your ways of knowing things." 

He laughed, "That sort of scares me. Tm not sure I want any 
woman to know me that well." 

Annabel froze. "Well, at least you're honest. Is that what 
happens when a woman gets to know you too well? Do you drop 
her and run?" 

Quentin's anger flared. "You don't know what you're talking 
about. What gives you the right to criticize me?" 

"Because I love you," Annabel snapped. 

"What?" 

"Because 1 love you," repeated Annabel calmly. 

Quentin shook his head. "Oh, Annabel..." 

"I understand. The feeling is not mutual." 

"Never that." He pulled her into his arms for a long kiss, then 
released her. ”1 do love you, but., there are things you don't 
understand about me, can never understand about me." 

"Try me." 

"No one would understand; I don't expect anyone to. I can't 
promise to stay a part of your life. 1 might pack up and leave 
tomorrow or the next day or in five years. And you'd never see 
me again. It’s not because 1 don't love yoa" 

"Maybe I'd settle for five years." Aimabel slid her arms around 
Quentin's neck. 

Quentin looked deeply into her eyes. Suddenly, he knew he was 
going to surrender. He was going to do something stupid. Maybe it 
could work, at least for a few years. Ainnabel wouldn't guess his 
secret. Not at first. He'd deal with it when she began to ask 
questions. He pushed down a small urgent voice inside him that said 
he'd never get away with it. "Annabel, will you marry me?" 

"Oh, yes!" 




i^nnabel surveyed her office with satisfaction. There was 
finally a bit of space that wasn't littered with drawings, fabrics, 
papers or books. A large stack of books remained in the center of 
the desk. Quentin could pick those up tonight, she thought He 
had lent her a number of books on Egypt which she had used as 
references in adding finishing touches to the designs. Annabel 
tossed one last book on the stack. It landed awkwardly, teetered, 
then fell to the desk. Annabel automatically reached for the book, 
but as she started to close it, a photograph caught her eye. She 
moved to the light to get a good look. 



The photograph had been taken at the Temple of Kamak. But 
it wasn’t the Temple that had caught Annabel's eye; it was the two 
people standing by a pillar in the front of the photograph — a 
handsome young man with wild sideburns and a beautiful blonde 
woman. The picture was labeled 'T emple of Kamak - circa 1896 ." 

Annabel stared long and hard, but the image did not change. 
The man in the photograph was Quentin. But it couldn't be! Why, 
that would make Quentin over fifty years old; the man she knew 
wasn't fifty. In fact, she had seen his passport; his birthdate was 
1893. Yet even with the sideburns and 1890's clothing, this was 
Quentin. He’d admitted being in Egypt in 1896 and he'd been very 
angry when she innocently questioned him. Annabel's head began 
to ache violently. She wanted a logical explanation, but she could 
feel fear growing in the pit of her stomach. 

"Annabel?" 

Annabel jumped at the sound of Quentin's voice, knocking the 
book to the floor. She had been so lost in her thoughts she hadn't 
heard the door open. 

"I didn't mean to startle you You must have been reading 
something very interesting." Quentin bent down to retrieve the 
book Annabel had dropped. "Oh, 'A History of Egyptian Temples,' 
a real page-turner. An excellent volume, but hardly cause to make 
one lose track of time. Now, what's wrong?" 

Annabel took the book from Quentin's hands and opened it to 
the page with the photograph. Quietly, she handed it back to him. 

Quentin stared at the photograph. "I see." He turned away from 
Annabel, facing the wall. "I knew better. I never should have 
tried..." he began, more to himself than to Annabel. How could he 
explain the unexplainable to her? Her world did not include aging 
portraits, werewolves, gypsy curses or a phoenix. Nor should it have 
to. He had deluded himself into thinking he could be normal, live 
a normal life for awhile. Now both of them would pay the price for 
his delusions. He wished he could regret meeting Annabel, but his 
real regret was that she had met him and would now have to be 
hurt. And he could not admit to her why he must hurt her. 

"Quentin?" At a light touch on his shoulder, he started. He drew 
a deep breath and turned to face Annabel. 

"I don't suppose you'd believe those are my parents..." he began. 

"No," Annabel replied coldly. 

"I’m sorry. This wasn't the time for my usual humor." He 
paused, then tried again. "I don’t have an explanation. Annabel, at 
least not one I can give you. I shouldn't have fallen in love with 
you. I shouldn't have asked you to marry me. I shouldn’t have 
allowed you to fall in love with me." 

"You had no control over my feelings," snapped Annabel. 

"No, perhaps not," assented Quentin, "but I knew I didn’t have the 
right to fall in love. I let down my guard and I’ve hurt both of us." 

"Quentin, how can you say that? Everyone has the right to fall in 
love." 

"Everyone," Quentin murmured, touching her cheek lightly, 
"except me." 

"That's not true." 

"It is true, Annabel. You'll never know how much I wish it 
weren’t true." Swiftly, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her 
one last time, then just as swiftly released her. "I’m sorry," he said 
softly, "that's so inadequate, but I don't know how to do better. 
Goodbye, Annabel. Please believe this is for the best." 

He turned and strode out the door before Annabel could protest, 
leaving her to stare after his retreating form. 

The next day Annabel stood outside THAMES ANTIQUITIES, 
much as she had that first day, But this time the door was locked and 
a sign proclaimed "Closed Indefinitely." Quentin Collins was gone. 


Spring, 1973 

Grandmother?" 

A gentle touch on her 
shoulder pulled Annabel back 
to the present. For a short 
time, the past had been so 
real. She surveyed the shop, 
half expecting to see Quentin, 
but the only person visible was her granddaughter Emma. 
Granddaughter. That certainly put things in perspective, Annabel 
thought. Life had gone on. She had married, had children, 
continued her fashion career. In time, she had ceased to think of 
Quentin. Except perhaps late at night in her office when she 
would hear a soft sound and look up, expecting to see Quentin 
standing before her. But he was never there. She had never seen 
nor heard from him again. 

"Grandmother! Are you all right?" said an urgent voice. 

"I'm fme. Just reliving some old memories. Now where is that 
Egyptian jewelry we were promised?" 

"Right here!" replied a cheerful voice. The salesman placed the 
jewelry in front of Annabel and Emma. "Please feel free to try on 
anything you like.” 

Emma picked up a heavy necklace and trotted off to a nearby 
mirror, while Annabel picked up another piece and held it before 
her. A gold necklace depicting Ra as a falcon. It had to be the same 
one. Hesitantly, she put it around her neck and reached for the 
clasp. Suddenly, she felt a pair of strong, warm fingers fit the clasp 
into place. She turned swiftly to find herself stanng into the face of- 
- "Quentin," she said involuntarily. 

The man watched her silently. 

"Of course, you can’t be, but you look so much like..." she 
broke off, confused. "Who are you?" 

"Douglas Grant. I own this store." 

"I see," said Annabel. "I'm sorry I was staring, but you remmd 
me of..." 

"Quentin Collins." 

"Yes." How did he know? She hadn't mentioned a last name. 

"I don't suppose you'd believe he was my grandfather?" he 
asked, responding to her unspoken question. 

She looked at him sharply. "No, I don't think I would." 

"I didn't think so. But it's the only logical explanation I can offer. 
I'm very sorry. Youll never know how much I wish we could have 
grown old together." Quentin paused, knowing he had said too 
much; even after all these years, Annabel could cause him to let 
down his guard. He touched her cheek lightly. "Goodbye, Annabel." 
He turned swiftly and walked away without looking back. 

Annabel fought back tears as she stood. She unclasped the 
necklace and dropped it back into the tray as she called to Emma, 
"It's time to go. We've been here too long." A t least 1 have, she 
thought. 

As they reached the door, the salesman came running after her. 
"Mr. Grant wanted you to have this," he said, placing a small box 
in her hand. 

Nestled inside was the gold necklace. Annabel blinked back her 
tears and walked out into the sunlight. 
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arnabas stood outside the door of CoUinwood. gazing 
thoughtfully at the setting sun. unconscious of the frown that 
creased his forehead. His thoughts turned to those other dusks, not 
so very long ago, when he would be just beginning to stir. He 
would open his eyes and feel the pleasant anticipation, so different 
from all those endless years before. Raising the coffin lid, he would 
climb the cellar stairs quickly, open the heavy door, and stride into 
the long-familiar drawing room. "Good evening, Julia," he would 
say pleasantly, and she would look up and return his smile. 

How different it was from his Tirst days m this century, when 
he had entered that same room with a heavy sense of dread and 
loathing, feeling it filled with evil memories and hostile spirits. 
There was no welcome in that room for him in those days; he 
WQit there only because he'd had no place else to go. It was, and 
always had been, his home — and home had never been happy. 
But that had changed gradually, so gradually that he had not 
noticed it. Not consciously. He had felt the change, and responded 
to it, but had never given it a thought. Nor had he tried to identify 
vdiat had caused it. 

"Only now!" he told himself bitterly. "Only now, when I am on 
the verge of losing that happiness, am I aware that I held it in my 
grasp - and what it was!" 

He remembered the evening, only scant days before.wfaen he had 
felt the old loneliness as he sat in the Old House drawing room — 
the loneliness he had felt more and more rarely over the past 
months. The room itself was no longer desolate and threatening. 
The old memories were still there, of course, and always would be. 
But now there were newer, fresher memories, and they were 
pleasant. Memories of unspoken affection, of stimulating 
conversation and companionable silence, of life and optimism. 

But on nights like this one, something was missing. He was 
restless and uncomfortable. He had felt a need, unlike the old 


bloodlust, but as strong -- and it drove him to rise, put on his coat 
and walk the short distance to the main house. As always, he 
ascribed it to a desire for exercise and simple companionship, and 
had not felt the need to analyze it further. And, as usually 
happened, he had felt a lightening of his mood as soon as he 
stepped into the foyer, hung up his coat, and joined the group of 
people in the drawing room. He greeted his cousin, Roger, and 
Julia warmly, and displayed his usual cool. Continental suavity 
when introduced to the other man in the room. 

"Barnabas, this is Alec Stuart," Julia said, smiling warmly. 
"He's a very old, very dear friend of mine. We haven't seen each 
other in years. Alec, this is Barnabas Collins, Roger's cousin." 

Alec Stuart was a handsome man with slightly graying hair and 
a pleasant, intelligent face and manner He and Barnabas shook 
hands and exchanged the usual greetings. Barnabas accepted the 
proffered brandy and joined the group, anticipating an enjoyable 
evening of conversation. 

"Well, Julia, wiiere did you two meet?" Barnabas asked 
pleasantly. 

"We knew each other in England, years ago," she replied, 
exchanging a glance and a smile with Stuart. 

"In England!" Barnabas exclaimed. "I never knew you'd spent 
any time there, Julia." 

"No, I never mentioned it. It was so long ago, evai before I 
went to medical school. It didn't seem relevant." 

Barnabas didn't reply. For some reason, he was disturbed by 
this discovery, by the sudden realization that Julia had a life of 
her own that she had told him nothing about. But he shook off the 
momentary unease. Stuart was speaking to him. 

"Well, Mr. Collins, I understand you’re from England, too. Julia 
has told me a lot about you, but she doesn't seem to know much 
about your life there. Where did you live?" 



"Oh, I lived in London, with a cousin," Barnabas said carefully, 
and they talked for awhile about his life there and wdiy he had 
come to Collinsport. Luckily, in the years since he'd first arrived 
Barnabas had done a lot of research on modem England, and the 
details of his story were much more plausible than they had been 
originally. Still, he felt some unease at Stuart's questions, and 
watched him carefully during their talk to see if he showed any 
suspicion or unusual interest. But he did not, and Barnabas 
relaxed again. Then Barnabas turned the conversation back to 
Stuart. He wanted to find out more about the man, as much as he 
could without arousing suspicion. 

"Oh, there's nothing interesting about me, I'm afraid," Stuart 
said with a laugh "I’m just a seedy old professor. I lecture in 
archeology at a local university — I doubt you’ve ever heard of it. 
It's in the Midlands. I'm here to attend a meeting in Boston, and 
I Just couldn’t pass up the opportunity to see Julia again. I had 
quite a time tracing her, since we’ve been out of touch for so long. 
But I found she was at Wyndcliffe, and they told me where to 
find her." He turned to Julia. "I’d no idea you were living in such 
luxury!" he said, laughing. 

"She's proved invaluable to us many times," Roger said heartily. 
"Besides being such a good friend that she's really become one of 
the family." He smiled and raised his glass to her. "For some 
reason, we’ve had an imcanny amount of bad luck here the past few 
years, and Julia’s professional skills have saved more than one life!" 

Julia and Barnabas exchanged nervous glances, and Barnabas 
hastened to change the subject. 

"Well, Mr. Stuart, how long do you plan to stay? I take it 
you're here at Collinwood." 

"Of course!" Roger said indignantly. "We could hardly let a 
friend of Julia's stay at the inn." 

"Yes, Roger has indeed offered me the hospitality of 
Collinwood," Stuart said. "Since my meeting is over, my stay here 
is really rather open-ended. We're between terras and I could stay 
as long as two or three weeks. If everyone doesn't become tired 
of my company, that is," he said, looking at Julia. 

"Of course not. Stay as long as you like. Good to get some 
fresh blood around here," Roger said as he rose to refill his glass. 

Julia smiled at Stuart. "Well, I for one wish you could stay 
longer. Even the one day you've been here has been a joy to me, 
and I'm looking forward to many more." 

Barnabas had felt the discomfort creeping back even as he 
enjoyed the conversation. Something was wrong, but what? He 
found his mind wandering, and again felt the familiarity of the 
sensations. In his first weeks and months visiting this drawing 
room, he had known the same sense of danger he felt now. That 
everyone was a threat to him, ready to harry and destroy him the 
moment he made the smallest error. It was a tension he had lived 
with so long, yet had already forgotten so easily. But now he 
knew what was wrong. A lec Stuart was a threat to him; he sensed 
it, as he always had, and he had learned to trust his senses. But 
how could this man be a threat? Barnabas no longer had the 
hideous secret waiting to be discovered. And he had no 
connection with Stuart, had never seen him before. Besides, the 
man was a friend of Julia's; surely that was recommendation 
enough. And yet, he could not shake the feeling. The man was 
somehow, fundamentally, a threat. 

Barnabas' early training in the arts of social intercourse enabled 
him to converse with great charm even as his mind struggled to 
solve the puzzle. No one else was aware of his discomfort; 
certainly not Stuart himself. 

Then he felt the first shock. No one was aware of his discomfort. 
Not even Julia. In fact, she seemed hardly aware of him at all. He 


looked at her closely for the 
first time that evening. She 
looked happy, and her eyes 
were alive with interest. That 
wasn’t unusual. He was used to 
seeing that look. She usually ~ 
not always, but usually -- had 
it \Nhen she was with him. But 
this time it was different. She 
had looked that way even 
before he entered the room. 

She had greeted him as 
warmly as usual, but had 
hardly looked at him after he 
came in. And now she wasn't 
looking at him at all. She had 
hardly spoken his name once, 
he realized, although she 
usually repeated it so often it 
was almost irritating — seemed sometimes to say it for its own sake, 
as if the sound gave her some sort of pleasure. 

But not tonight. Tonight she turned those luminous eyes on Alec 
Stuart, smiled at him, talked to him. Said his name twice in every 
sentence, for God's sake. And he looked at her in the same way! 

Barnabas was startled by this discovery. Men didn’t usually 
react to Julia that way. Many of them were rather wary of her, not 
knowing how to respond to her strong personality and self- 
sufficient maruier. He could sympathize with that! He remembered 
his own early attempts to fit this extraordinary woman into his 
18th century categories, to find a basis to define appropriate 
behavior toward her, and to allow him to know what to expect 
from her. But he had never succeeded, of course. She was 
completely outside his experience. He had to change his 
definitions to accommodate her, but once he did, had found the 
result well worth the effort. But most men found it easier to 
simply avoid her, keep her at a distance, rather than disturb their 
own comfortable world view. And Julia herself had shown little 
interest in any of the men Barnabas had ever seen her with. Of 
course there was the unfortunate incident with Dave Woodard, but 
that was best forgotten. She seemed to get along well enough with 
Roger, Quentin and Eliot, but never went out of her way to spend 
time with any of them — or any other man he knew of (not that 
he had ever inquired, of course). But now there was this Alec 
Stuart, and he and Julia were focussed on each other. For the first 
time since Barnabas had met her, he realized with a cold shiver, 
she seemed almost unaware of his presence. 

"It's been so wonderful talking to you again after all these 
years," Stuart was saying to her. "We shared so much years ago. 
I was really looking forward to reviving those memories, and I've 
been enjoying it even more than I expected to." 

"I have, too, Alec," she said warmly, smiling at him. "Those 
years, that life, seem so far away now. But it really wasn't all that 
long ago, was it?" 

"No, and I think of it all the time. It was a very happy period 
of my life, and I would be glad to live it over again. If I could do 
it with you, that is," he said, taking her hand. 

She blushed with pleasure, and smiled shyly at him. "Oh, Alec, 
don’t be ridiculous." 

"Am I being ridiculous? Why? I know you're not married, though 
I can't imagine why no one has claimed you. Is there someone in 
your life, someone vsho would object to our renewing our old ties?" 

"No, Alec, no," she said softly, looking into the fire. "There's 
no one who would notice." 





But Barnabas did. He felt as if someone had thrown a bucket of 
ice water on him. Not only the words chilled him, but the tone: so 
sad and lonely — and resigned. He couldn't, didn't want to, believe 
she’d said that. And said it in front of him. He saw it so clearly 
now, knew what the danger was that threatened him. He saw w4ere 
he stood, and how he had gotten there...but not how to get back. 

Barnabas found he had not spoken for a long time, and neither 
Julia nor Stuart seemed to have missed his contribution. Roger 
was as obtuse as usual, and grew more so as the evening 
progressed, finally going up to bed. Barnabas had found himself 
reduced to listening to Stuart and Julia's conversation, and feeling 
very much like an eavesdropper in doing so. Not that they were 
speaking of anything private — at least not in words -- but simply 
because they were so obviously in a world of their own. Once 
Barnabas became aware of it, he couldn't stand it, and had soon 
excused himself to go back to the Old House and think. 



Uihe following day, Alec and Julia were again talking in the 
drawing room. During a lull in the conversation, Alec looked at 
her and said, "Julia, just who is this Barnabas Collins?" 

"Barnabas?" she said, surprised. "Why, he's just a friend, a 
distant relative of the family here. Why?" 

"Well, he's clearly more than just an ordinary man. For on© thing, 
he's a very striking individual. With his manner and charm, he 
stands out around here like the proverbial sore thumb. And yet, he 
seems to fit in well, to belong here. There's something about him I 
can’t put my finger on. And forgive me if I say he's clearly more 
than 'just a friend’ to you — or you to him," Alec said, smiling. 

Julia stared at him "I beg your pardon?" she fmaliy managed 
to say. 

Alec smiled more broadly. "Julia, I'm not blind, even if others 
are. I could tell by the way you talked about him, and the way 
your face lit up when you did, that he was someone special. And 
didn't you notice how he was looking at you last night? And how 
he was sizing me up? It's pretty obvious he feels I'm a threat." 

Julia shook her head, still staring at him. "Do you know, you're 
the first person who's ever told me that? Everyone figured out my 
feelings for him long ago, but I've never gotten any indication he 
reciprocated.” She hesitated. "Do you really think so? I mean, he's 
often told me what a good friend I am, but..." 

This time Alec laughed out loud. "Friend! Julia, give yourself 
some credit. Roger is Barnabas' friend. You are not!" 

"But he's never said anything, never given any sign ..." 

"Oh, my poor, dear Julia!" Alec sighed, taking her hand. "I can 
see you both need some help here. The attraction is so obvious, 
and you make a fine couple. Why 
are you both fighting it so hard?" 

"Fighting it?" Julia repeated, 
taken aback. "I'm not! I admitted 
my feelings to myself a long time 
ago." 

"But you are! Julia, I never 
knew you to be shy, or reticent. 
And certainly not prudish!" he 
laughed. "You've always gone 
after whatever — or \Nhoever — 
you wanted. But have you ever 
told Barnabas how you feel? Have 
you ever told anyone?" 


She looked away. "No," she said softly, 

"Why not?" 

"I don't know. I've wanted to. God 
knows I've shown him often enough. But 
when it comes to simply saying it — well, 

I just can't." 

"And neither can he." 

Julia smiled, a little bitterly. "Oh, he's 
never had any trouble professing his love. 

I've seen him do it to any number of 
women." 

"And wfiat ever came of it? I notice he’s 
still single." 

"Oh, nothing. They all died or went away..." 

"I see. And you've been here all the time? As a 'friend'?" 

"Yes." 

"And do you think he really loved these women?" 

"Oh, one or two at least. And there were some other 
complications I'm not at liberty to discuss." 

"Well, however he might have felt at first, it's obvious to me 
how he feels now. But I'll wager he didn't even admit it to himself 
till very recently." 

She shook her head ruefully. "I'd really like to believe that, 
Alec," she said. "You don’t know wliat it's been like for me. I 
really do care for him — oh, hell, I love him! That's v*iiy I've been 
afraid — yes, afraid — to lay it on the line. If he rejected me — It 
hurts enough when he throws himself at these young fluff-balls, 
and even uses me to help him pursue them! And that he never 
says anything to me, but just takes me for granted. I suppose it's 
my own fault. I don't know why I've put iq) with it. Sometimes I 
think I'll just leave and go back to my old life. But I can't do that, 
either. Not as long as there's any hope at all. I'd rather have \\iiat 
I have than nothing at all. I've even thought of taking the initiative 
myself. You know: grab him, kiss him, seduce him, whatever. It's 
not like I've never done anything like that before! But I'm afraid! 
Oh, Alec! What am I going to do? I can’t go on like this forever!" 

He put his arm around her and she put her head on his 
shoulder. Just the kind of thing she wished Barnabas would do, 
she thought wryly. 

"I understand, Julia, really I do," Alec said gently, patting her 
back and smoothing her hair soothingly. "And I don't know what to 
tell you. But I can say this --1 don't think my visit will be wasted." 

He smiled as Barnabas entered the room, stopped with a wide- 
eyed stare, opened his mouth, closed it again, and fmaliy beat a 
hasty retreat. Julia hadn't seen him. "No, I don’t think it will be 
wasted at all," he said to himself. "I just hope I can avoid being 
murder«i." 



®hat day, and all the days since, Barnabas had not seen Julia 
during the day, and in the evening had found himself compelled 
to go to CoUinwood as before ~ but now he was aware of what 
he was seeking \^hen he did so. And each evening he had been 
disappointed to find Alec Stuart still there, and Julia still basking 
in his obvious admiration. He had to admit that his instincts had 
been right. This man. ordinary as he appeared to be. was a threat 
to him. Perhaps the worst threat he had ever faced. And the worst 
of it was, this time he had to face the threat alone. 

Despite his reputation for aloofness — earned during his first 
days here, and never lived down -- Barnabas knew he was not by 
nature a solitary man. His origmal life had been spent amid people 





fact that she wouldn't talk about Alec Stuart made him even more 
nervous. This was an unprecedented predicament for him, at least 
with Julia. Never before had he been forced to compete for her 
attention. In fact, he had never needed to make any effort at all. 
And because of that, he realized ruefully, he had taken her interest 
for granted, valued it far more lightly than it deserved. 

He knew that now, but he had no idea how to proceed. He felt 
lonelier than he had in many months, even years. Although he was 
usually unconscious of it, Julia's obvious devotion to him had al¬ 
ways provided a cushion of comfort even during his worst moments 
of abandonment — through death or otherwise — by his various lost 
loves. And he had blithely assumed she would always provide that 
devotion, and that he need do nothing to earn it except exist. 

Not that he was totally without experience in the arts of wooing 
women, although he wa? a bit rusty at it. In his youth, he had 
been like the other young blades of the neighborhood, albeit with 
certain advantages from his position as heir to one of the greatest 
fortunes in the state. Yes, he had sowed his share of wild oats, not 
least on his trips abroad. And he had broken the hearts of a 
respectable number of eligible young ladies, too, he remembered 
with satisfaction. Even in his own day, he had known how to cut 
a dashing figure and impress others with his manner. And in this 
unpolished age, how much easier it all was! 

But this was different, somehow. For one thing, this time he 
cared surprisingly much. And he wanted more than just starry-eyed 
expressions of undying love. He found, somewhat to his shock, that 
he needed Julia's respect and friendship as well. And he couldn't 
imagine /icr starry-eyed over any man! She wouldn't be Julia if she 
were. No, he couldn't use his standard repertoire of social graces to 
win this woman. If nothing else, she knew him all too well. 

He had never discovered what he had done to gain her love in 
the first place. God knew, he hadn't gone out of his way to win 
her heart! He shook his head in wonder. What sort of love 
developed and survived in that kind of desert? For God's sake, he 
had purposely hurt her, toyed with her affections, openly rejected 
her, forced her to help murder her best friend, and then tried to 
kill her! Compared to all that, even Angelique's actions didn’t 
seem so bad. He knew he would never have remained loyal to 
someone who did to him what he had done to Julia. Just what had 
she seen in him? And most important — did she still see it? 

Well, there was no way out. He would have to find a way to 
regain her attention if he was ever to win back the ground he had 
obviously lost through complacency. He couldn't make an im¬ 
pression on a woman who didn't even see him. And he had to admit 
that was the thing that hurt him most, made him feel so alone. But 
most of his existence had been devoted to avoiding attention. He 
didn't know how to go about this, but he would do whatever it took. 
He had to get her to look at him the way she always used to. He 
shivered at the thought that he might never see that look again! 



fflhen Barnabas entered the foyer that evening, he saw the two 
of them alone in the drawing room. They hadn't seen him come 
in. He hung up his coat and silently climbed the stairs. Julia sat 
on the drawing room couch next to Alec Stuart, her back to the 
door. They were deep in conversation. 

"Remember that holiday trip we took to Wales?" Alec asked, a 
fond smile touching his lips. "That long train ride through the 
beautiful green countryside." 

"We held hands the whole way," she said softly. 

"We did. You were so beautiful then. I thought 1 had never 
seen such a lovely girl — even if you did speak rather strangely," 


he teased. "And you're even more lovely now. I’ve missed you all 
these years, you know. I was broken-hearted when you went back 
to the States. I thought I'd forget you. but I never have. When 1 
had a chance to come here. I had to look you up." 

She looked at him fondly. "I know. I've missed you, too. I 
hadn't realized how lonely I've been till I saw you again. It brings 
back such wonderful memories, of a time when I was happy, and 
in love. And I do still love you, Alec, you know." She put her 
head on his shoulder. 

"Barnabas!" she exclaimed, as he fell through the secret panel. 
"What the devil are you doing?” 

"Yes, Mr. Collins — just what are you doing?" said Stuart, 
rising and looking at him with slightly irritated interest. 

With several internal 18th century oaths, Barnabas picked 
himself up. His mind raced, with traces of the old familiar panic. 
"Well, actually...." he stammered, staring helplessly past them; 
"That is.... Well, I was going to play a joke on you!" He blushed 
and fidgeted with his ring, unable to look Julia in the eye. 

"Play z joke, Barnabas?" she gasped incredulously. "Are you 
feeling all right? Are you sure nothing is wrong?" 

"Yes, yes, of course!" He spun around to face her. "It's just.... 
You two were so absorbed, I thought I'd startle you. Is that so 
unbelievable?" 

"No. of course not. Mr. Collins," said Stuart amiably. "I enjoy 
a good prank myself." 

Julia continued to stare, slightly wide-eyed, making him 
distinctly self-conscious. 

"Well, anyone for a drink?" said Roger, coming into the room 
and heading straight for the bar. 

"Yes, thank you, some sherry," said Barnabas faintly. He had 
never been so glad to see his cousin in his life. 




(!/he next morning, Barnabas found Julia in the Collinwood 
foyer, putting on her gloves. "Julia, thank God I caught you! I 
need your help." 

"What is it, Barnabas?" 

”1 can’t explain now," he said. "But I want you to go into town 
and find Tony Peterson. Think of some excuse, but bring him 
back to the Old House with you as soon as you can." 

She picked up her purse and paused, looking at him levelly. "1 
have things to do, Barnabas," she said with some irritation. "I can’t 
always be runmng off on errands for you at the drop of a hat!" 

"But, Julia, I need your help!" he wailed. 

"I'm sorry, Barnabas. I really am busy. I’ll be back this afternoon, 
we can talk then." She left him standing helplessly in the foyer. 


ICater that day, Julia looked 
up as Barnabas entered the 
drawing room, her face 

registeringwarysurprise. "Why 
are you wearing that ascot and 
smoking jacket in the middle of 
the afternoon?" she said 

suspiciously. "I'd be afraid 

Angelique was back, if it 
weren't for the Bermuda shorts. 
Are you changing your look’’" 
Hurt by her sarcasm, and 




-- a large family, friends in tlie tavern, even the crowded 
conditions of shipboard life. In fact, the worst part of the curse, 
for him. had been that it separated him from others; the horror of 
the years in the cofTin lay mainly in the absolute isolation. In fact, 
it was tlie fear of loneliness — of spending eternity alone — that 
had driven him to endlessly seek Josette. 

He stopped short. But why Josette? he wondered for the first 
time. Why always her? He knew she was dead, that the others were 
not her. but he had never stopped long enough to think. The fear 
had always driven him on. All those years brooding alone about 
what might have been, he had never thought about what life would 
be if he had attained his goal, had married Josette or, later, one of 
the others. Maybe in the 18th Century it would have been enough, 
life was so different then. But now? Could he have spent his life 
with Vicki*’ Or Maggie? Or Roxanne? Like Josette, they might have 
made very pleasant 18th or 19th Century wives, when a man's life 
was spent for the most part outside the house. But he had become 
accustomed to the new world he belonged to now: a new type of 
life, a new type of man — and woman. And he was older now, too. 
Although his body was hardly older than in 1795, he had lived long 
enough to become a very different man. Why had he never thought 
of this before? li'hy? All right; he’d been asleep for more than just 
the years he spent in the coffin! He was awake now. What next? 

There was the rub. All his habits and instincts said "Go to 
Julia" when he needed advice. Even if he didn't like it, or follow 
it, just talking over the problem helped. And knowing he could 
count on her aid and companionship no matter what he finally did. 
He had grovvn so accustomed to it — it had come to seem so 
natural, he never thought about it, "Like so much else." the bitter 
thought came again. Well, now he knew how much he depended 
on her -- and she couldn't help him. 

When else had he been in this situation, on his own. without her? 
In the beginning, of course —and God knew he’d made enough 
blunders then! When he was first released into this world; and that 
had almost been fatal, and might well have been, had JuJia not 
arrived on the scene. He remembered the shock when he first 
realized she really loved him. He had convinced himself in his 
isolation that no one could accept him — let alone love him — 
voluntarily. The belief was so strong, it had taken more months for 
him to really accept the truth of her feeling, even in the face of so 
much evidence. He cringed to tMnk of his shameful treatment of her 
in those days. She had forgiven him for that, and for so much else, 
but he could not forgive himself. 

Forcmg his thoughts back on track, he recalled 1897. There, 
too, he had managed to back himself into a comer. If he hadn't 
instinctively called out to Julia, and if she hadn't risked everything 
to come to him, he would have been destroyed. When the 
Leviathans controlled him, then? Yes. but he had merely carried 
out a master plan not his own. And she had followed him to 
Parallel Time, too; had saved his life and, against her wishes, 
helped him resurrect Roxarme. 

No, he had to think of this as if it were one of the times Julia 
was in danger and he had rescued her. Remembering those times, 
he castigated himself again. How could he have been so blind that 
he didn't recognize what his own feelings told him? He recalled 
the horor, loss and emptiness— the sheer panic— he had 
expenenced while she was missing. But he had always ascribed 
his compulsion to save her to "friendship" or the fact that he 
needed her help. My God, even Willie had seen through that, 
during the Tom Jennings episode when he had forced Barnabas to 
admit there was more to it. 

Willie had finally forced him to say the words. "IVhat do you 
want me to admit, Willie? That I care for Julia more than 1 appear 
to? All ri^ht. ni admit it. She's been a vart of tnv life for so long 


— a \’e/r important part." It was the first time he had admitted, 
even to himself, that he had any feeling for Julia at all, other than 
a sort of impersonal gratitude and camaraderie. But still he had 
drawn back, had not let things take their natural course. Perhaps 
he had unconsciously feared for her safety. And he had still been 
preoccupied by his hopeless search for Josette. Besides, Julia was 
always there — would always be there — when he needed her. 

Well, now she might not be, and the only way he could act 
effectively was to imagine she was in danger, not himself And 
perhaps she was. After all, just what did he know about Alec 
Stuart? Why had he shown up here, after all this time out of her 
life? And what was Julia doing with him? 

He had to find out. 



Itie went to Collinwood the following afternoon, and was 
pleasantly surprised to find Julia in the drawing room, alone for 
once! She was reading, as she used to do so often at the Old House. 

"Good afternoon, Julia." 

She looked up and smiled. "Good afternoon. Barnabas. What 
brings you over here so early?" 

"I was hoping to find you, actually. I haven't seen much of you 
lately." 

She looked slightly surprised. "Yes, I suppose that's true," she 
said thoughtfully. "I hadn't really noticed!" He winced, but she 
didn't see. "What did you want to see me about? Is something 
wrong?" 

He felt hurt by her unconscious assumption that he only came 
because he needed her help. Is that what she had come to believe? 
"No, Julia, nothing is wrong." He hoped his expression matched 
his casual words. She was usually so perceptive about his feelings 
and motives. But she apparently saw nothing unusual, and waited 
politely for him to go on. "Frankly, I wanted to talk about you. Or 
rather, about your friend Alec Stuart. I realized the other day that 
you had really told me very little about him. I was curious, but I 
could hardly ask until I could find you alone — and that has been 
difficult lately." 

She smiled again, to herself this time. "I have been rather 
occupied the past several days. I haven’t seen Alec in many years, 
and we've had a lot to catch up on. I'd forgotten how much I used 
to enjoy his company — and he, mine." She brought her attention 
back to him. "I'm sorry, Barnabas. TTiafs another life, one you 
know nothing of. And I’m afraid it would scarcely interest you” 

She seemed to have no intention of saying more, and he was 
reluctant to show too much interest She had always been reticent 
about her past, or her life outside Collinwood for that matter. And, 
he had to admit, he had never really thought about it. She knew 
far more about him than he did about her, he realized with 
surprise. How had that happened? 

But he couldn't think about it now. She was waiting for him to 
say something. He felt suddenly uncomfortable. 

"Well, Julia, I won't interrupt your reading any longer. I have 
missed your company, though. Please remember, I have an 
extensive library of my own, and you're always welcome to use 
it." He rose and left her looking thoughtfully after him. But when 
he glanced back before closing the door, her head was bent over 
her book once more 


■f^amabas returned to the Old House alone, again. He had 


hoped to learn more from his conversation with Julia, but the very 



distinctly irritated by the wry amusement on Alec Stuart’s face, he 
said nothing. He really disliked the man, especially when he 
assumed that air of sympathetic understanding. Why should Stuart 
look at him that way? Who was he? What did he know? And, 
most important, why was he here? 

He poured himself a drink and joined them, but Julia avoided 
looking at him, seeming almost annoyed. She took up her 
interrupted conversation with Stuart. 

"I’m afraid I can’t put it off any longer,” Stuart said. "I’ve 
already stayed twice as long as I’d planned. I really must leave 
tomorrow." 

Barnabas' ears pricked up. and his mood improved considerably 
at these words. 

But Julia frowned. "Oh, Alec, I suppose you must. But I do 
wish you could stayjust a while longer. Things are so dull around 
here, and I've enjoyed your company so much. I don't know if I 
can face going back to my ordinary life again!" 

"Then say yes! Say you'll come with me! You don't really have 
any ties here, do you? Anything you can't leave?" 

Barnabas' short-lived elation changed to cold fear. He had never 
expected this — or, at least, had not allowed himself to think of it. 
His eyes darted from Stuart's face to hers. 

Julia looked thoughtful. "No, not really, I guess. It's not like 
this is my home. But I'm so settled here, and I'm getting too old 
to be so impetuous." 

"That's just it, dear Julia. You're in a rut. If you don't do 
something, you will grow old. And you have many years to go 
before you have to do that!" He took her hand in his and looked 
into her eyes. "Please, Julia. I really don’t want to leave without 
you. I want you to see my home, meet the people I love, be a part 
of my life again." 

"Oh, Alec, I just don't know," she murmured. 

"Well, promise you'll think about it," he begged earnestly. 

"1 will," she sighed. "Yes, I will!" 

They gazed at each other for a long time in silence, Stuart still 
holding her hand. The appeal was plain in his face, and Barnabas 
felt cold and alone. There was nothing he could do but watch, and 
hope that his face didn't mirror his feelings. 

Finally, Julia sighed and shook her head. She turned to look at 
Barnabas and seemed almost startled to see him there. "Barnabas, 
I’m so sorry!" she said. "We've been ignoring you completely. 
Wasn't there something bothering you this morning, something 
you wanted to talk to me about?" 

He had forgotten about that, and had not prepared anything to 
say. "No, not really. It turned out not to be as important as I 
thought. It's a good thing after all that you didn't interrupt your 
plans for me. But there is something I wanted to discuss with you. 
I'm thinking of installing a telephone at the Old House." 

His casual remark caught her off guard. "You're putting in a 
telephone?" she exclaimed. "I can’t believe it. Whafs next, a 
bathroom? Are you trying to attract visitors? It always has taken 
a bit of intestinal fortitude to be your guest for any length of time, 
I must admit." 

Barnabas looked down at his hands, and even Stuart seemed 
somewhat embarrassed. Julia just stared at him. obviously waiting 
for some explanation. "Well, I've started feeling a little isolated in 
the Old House. Ifs quite lonely since Willie left, you know; not 
that he was ever very stimulating company. But he did run errands 
for me, and without him. I've begun to think it would be very 
convenient to have a telephone. You know how I've tried to 
preserve the Old Hou.se as it was originally, keep it true to its 
period. This hasn't been an easy decision for me, Julia. Please 
don't tease me about it." 

She looked at him ruefully, "I'm sorry, Barnabas. It's just that 


you've been acting so odd 
lately. I thought I knew all 
your moods, but this one is 
new to me. Are you sure 
there's nothing wrong?" 

"Don't be absurd, Julia! 
What could be wrong?" 

She shook her head 
doubtfully, but said nothing 
more, turning instead to Stuart 
and excusing herself to 
prepare for dinner. Stuart and 
Barnabas looked at each other 
uncomfortably a moment, but 
could think of nothing to say. 
Finally, Barnabas, too, took his 
Old House, alone. 



leave and went slowly back to the 




She next morning, Barnabas watched as Julia and Alec Stuart 
drove off in her car. He had arrived just as they were pulling 
away, and neither had seen him. He felt a surge of panic, but 
didn't try to analyze it. He only knew, if he saw her again, he 
would have to ask. He was proving a bad detective, and he 
couldn’t afford to wait any longer. Time had always been his 
enemy, he thought for the thousandth time, and it was running out 
again. 

Or perhaps it had already run out. 




Julia, who is that man?" he asked desperately that evening. 

She looked at him, and her eyes softened; she smiled. "He's a 
distant cousin...from the English branch of the family." She 
paused, and he felt his face begin to redden, but he didn't care. 
"We lived in England for a time when 1 was growing up." she 
went on. "Alec and I were almost like brother and sister, but got 
on much better than most brothers and sisters." She looked into 
the distance and murmured, almost to herself, "I think he was the 
fnst boy I ever loved." She turned her attention back to Barnabas. 
"It was wonderful seeing him again, and I was flattered that he 
looked me up specially. I’ve lost touch with most of my old 
friends, you know. I’ve been so absorbed in my work ..." She 
looked up at him and smiled again, as she did when they shared 
some memory no one else knew of "By the way, he’s married and 
has six children. He really wanted me to visit and meet them. He's 
on his way home to London now." 

The relief he felt was palpable — there was no hope of keeping 
it hidden. His face had always given him away anyway, at least 
with Julia. 

"Oh, Barnabas!" she said, moving closer and putting her hands 
on his chest. He stopped resisting and took her in his arms. 

"Julia! Julia, I thought I'd lost you this time!" 



She put her head on his shoulder and said nothing. They stood 
that way for a long time, 

Sjater that evening, they sat together in the garden as they had 
SO many times before. "Barnabas, Barnabas!" she laughed. "Were 
you really lhai worried?" 

He couldn't believe how good it felt to have her say his name 
again, gaze into his eyes with her whole attention. It had been far 
too long; only a matter of days, but still far too long. 

"Barnabas," she said again, still with that mischievous smile 
lifting the comers of her Ups and lighting her eyes. "Barnabas, 
you mustn't judge everyone by yourself!" He knew there was a 
trace left of real pain behind her light tone, and he flinched to 
remember how often he had inflicted it. "I had no idea you saw 


things that way," she went on earnestly. "You must believe that! 
I would never be callous enough to play with you like that!" Her 
eyes twinkled again. "But I have to admit, it was nice to know 
you cared! And it was worth it, if that's what it took to open your 
eyes. God knows, I never found a way to do it!" 

She was right. She had always been wise enough to know wliat 
she wanted and needed, and to be loyal to it -- and to him. And 
he had, too, in his way, he realized with surprise. Perhaps, if he 
had had a normal life - had not been distracted by 
preconceptions, prejudices, obsessions -- he, too, would have 
realized far sooner VN^at he had. .And \s^at he might have lost. 
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by Rob HAycock 


1967, as can! 

don't deserve to be treated like this," Willie 
muttered to himself while carrying the bucket of 
green slime out back to dump. "I oughtta just pour 
this stuff into the punch bowl...and tell everybody it's 
Lime Surprise!" 

Just as he was about to pour his malodorous 
mixture of green cleaning chemicals out onto the 
ground Willie stopped. "Now, wait a minute, that's 
not such a bad idea. Serve this slop up in the old 
punch bowl and then sit back and see who's dumb 
enough to drink some! Yeah! That would be fun, 
and I sure deserve some fun after all those beatings 
I've taken from Barnabas." 

Willie quietly carried the bucket back into the 
kitchen and put it in the refrigerator. "Wouldn't want 
the stuff to spoil before the party, and I wouldn't 
want Barnabas to smell it in the house either! Heh, 
heh, heh," Willie chuckled to himself. Then he busied 
himself with getting out those bloodstains before the 
Halloween party that night. 



|E^11 the preparations had been made, and finally 
the guests started arriving. It wasn't a large party, the 
guests consisting primarily of the Collins' and their 
close friends. Elizabeth, Roger, Carolyn, and Vicki 
were all there. For some reason Elizabeth had brought 
along Jason McGuire, which both bothered and 
pleased Willie. Willie and Jason had had a falling 
out. and he didn't much like the idea of Jason seeing 
him act as a servant and waiter all evening. On the 


other hand, Willie was filled with hope that Jason 
would be the one to drink from the "Lime Surprise" 
punchbowl. 

Apparently because Liz had brought Jason, Carolyn 
had dragged Buzz to the party as well, and he seemed 
to be doing his best to irritate everyone there. 
Barnabas had also invited Sam Evans, since Sam was 
doing such a fine Job on Barnabas' portrait. 

Barnabas had of course noticed the smell of the 
green punch bowl, but while the party was underway 
there wasn't much he could do about it. Willie 
refused to remove the bowl, and Barnabas didn't want 
to cause a scene in front of his guests...so he left the 
bowl sitting there and deftly steered his guests away 
from it if they got too close. 

Unfortunately, Roger had arrived at the party 
already tipsy, and proceeded to get more drunk as the 
evening continued. Inevitably, he weaved over to the 
bowl of green chemicals that Willie was eagerly 
waiting by and asked, "I say, Willie, what on earth is 
that foul-smelling brew?" 

"It's a lime surprise, Mr. Collins, a special mixture 
of chemicals just for the party," Willie smirked. 

"It smells orful," Roger slurred drunkenly. 

"Oh, it packs quite a punch," Willie said as he 
offered a mug of the slop to Roger. "Here ya go. 
Mister Collins, try some!" 

Without thinking Roger took the mug and gulped 
down a few slugs of the noxious green goop. 
"BLECH!" Roger shouted at the top of his lungs, and 
then began burping uncontrollably. 

Hearing the commotion, Barnabas rushed over to 
see what the problem was. Realizing what had 
happened he whispered viciously to Willie, "Get that 
bowl out of here right now, or I swear I'll kill you!" 

Willie scurried away with his 'lime surprise,' 
realizing that he'd earned himself yet another beating. 


^ 40 



Roger, meanwhile, had fallen to his knees and was 
continuing to belch in a loud and disgusting manner. 
Barnabas put his hand on Roger's shoulder and asked 
him how much of the slop he had drunk. Roger 
looked up at him, and Barnabas could see that not 
only were Roger's eyes crossed but that he was 
turning a sickly shade of green right before Barnabas' 
eyes. 

Seeing her brother in such distress, Elizabeth went 
over to look at him, then called out to no one in 
particular, "I think someone had better call Dr. 
Woodard." 

"I'm afraid I don't have a telephone, Elizabeth," 
Barnabas said without any sorrow. 

Elizabeth glared at Barnabas for a moment, and 
then, shaking Roger's shoulder, called to him. "Roger! 
Roger! Are you all right?" In the background, Jason 
could be heard saying, "Oh, he's just drunk again, the 
souse!" To which Carolyn responded vehemently, 
"Don't you talk that way about my uncle. You!" And 
of course Buzz chimed in with, "Hey, he's just havin' 
a good time, man!" 

Roger had finally stopped burping. As he slowly 
looked up at her, Elizabeth could see what Barnabas 
had seen. In fact, Roger was even more green than he 
had been just a few moments ago, and his eyes were 
crossed to a degree that Elizabeth would not have 
thought possible. Her own eyes widened, and she 
clearly did not know what to do as she turned 
towards Barnabas for help. 

Suddenly. Roger began screaming like a maniac. 
He pushed away their hands and started crawling 
backwards across the floor. "Get away from me, you 
green monsters!" he screeched uncontrollably! 

Flustered, Elizabeth stammered, "Roger! What is 
it?" 

"Don't talk to me, you green monster!" Roger 
shouted back at her. 

"Now, wait a minute," Sam Evans interjected. 
"Obviously the poor fellow is seeing something that 
we're not." He walked slowly over to Roger and knelt 
down next to him. "Now, why don't you describe to 
me what you're seeing and I'll do a quick sketch of 
it," he suggested. 

Although Roger was apparently terrified of Sam 
being so close, he began to talk to him anyway. 
"You! Your skin is like green half-melted clay! Your 
eyes are big and bulging out of your head! And your 
hair twists up into big green paintbrushes coming out 
of your head!" 

"Hmmm, interesting," Sam mused to himself. 
"Could you describe the shade of green more 
precisely? I think I'd like to paint this." 

Roger only moaned in response, so Barnabas went 
over and said, "Roger. Surely you don't see anything 
wrong with me." 

Roger gaped up at Barnabas, his eyes beginning to 
roll in his head. "You! You're green, too! You've got 


big green teeth! They're femes'. And something's 
dripping from them!" 

Barnabas stared back in horror. Had Willie 
concocted some sort of chemical formula that enabled 
a person to see the true reality of whoever they were 
looking at?! Thank goodness the others all thought 
Roger was only hallucinating! 

"Let me try," Elizabeth said as she once again tried 
to reach her brother. "You don't think 7 look green, 
do you, Roger?" she asked him nervously. 

"I don't have to think about it!" he snapped back at 
her. "I can see you're green from the neck up! And 
there's something around your throat... Hands! Green 
hands! They've got a hold of you! They're choking 
you! Forcing you to do something you don't want to 
do!" His eyes rolling wildly, Roger then began 
gibbering. Meanwhile Elizabeth and Jason exchanged 
uneasy glances, wondering if Roger actually knew 
about Jason’s blackmail. 

"Oh, I've had quite enough of this," Jason suddenly 
exclaimed. "Be a good fellow, Roger, and come along 
with me back to Collinwood where you can sleep it 
off" 

As Jason bent over to help him up, Roger 
unexpectedly focused his eyes and realized who was 
in front of him. Quickly, Roger swung out with his 
fist, clipping Jason on the nose. 

"So it's a fight you want, is it?" Jason shouted at 
him, But before he could grab Roger, Barnabas was 
restraining him from behind. 

"I don't think we want a fight here tonight, do we. 
Mister McGuire?" Barnabas hissed in Jason's ear. 

"If I were you," Roger said, looking up at Jason. 
"I'd be more worried about those big green horns 
coining out of your head! Not to mention the slimy 
green drool pouring out of your mouth. You're not a 
very pretty picture at all. McGuire — but then, you 
never were." With that, Roger began laughing in a 
bizarre way at his own little joke. 

Next, Carolyn and Vicki went over and tried to 
reason with Roger, but it was no use. All he would 
say to them was, "You're both green, too, but it's a 
pale, pretty sort of green! I guess you're both too nice 
to be real monsters." After which he smiled at them 
drunkenly and burped a bit more. 

Everyone seemed at a loss what to try next, when 
suddenly Barnabas bellowed "WILLIE!", scaring at 
least half the people in the room. Willie came 
running, and Barnabas told him, "Since it is your 
fault that Mr. Collins is in this condition, it is now 
your responsibility to see that he gets home safely." 

Willie looked around for some help, but everyone 
was glaring at him so finally he went over to Roger. 

But as Willie approached, Roger once again 
became deranged. ""YOU!" he screeched. "You're one 
of the worst green monsters of all! A slavering little 
humpback! A servant of darkness! A minion of evil! 
AAGH!" 



When Willie finally got a hold of Roger and got 
him up, Roger began struggling and growling like a 
lunatic. "No! No! You're not going to drag me away 
to your dungeon of madness! You're not going to 
take me to your dank netherworld below!" 

Roger was struggling more and more violently, 
even scratching and clawing as Willie half-carried, 
half-dragged him across the room. In an effort to try 
and subdue Roger, and just to defend himself, Willie 
finally gave Roger a punch in the stomach. This 
succeeded in immediately stunning Roger and 
calming him down — unfortunately, it also caused 
him to throw up all over Willie. 

After a moment, a much calmer Roger said, "Ah, 
I feel much better now! Apparently removing Mr. 
Loomis' 'Lime Surprise' from ray stomach was just 
what I needed!" 


"Is everyone still green, Roger?" Elizabeth asked 
him tentatively. 

"Certainly not, Liz," Roger quipped, "only Mr. 
Loorms — and I think the reason for his being green 
is obvious!" 

Carolyn couldn't help but laugh at her uncle's joke, 
and soon everyone was having a good chuckle. 

"Boy, who wouldda thought it," Buzz said without 
prompting, "you guys sure know how to throw a 
party!" 

Willie knew he had not only earned himself 
another beating, but that now he had yet another stam 
to try and get out of the floor as he stood there 
dripping. Without thinking, he said out loud instead 
of to himself, "I guess the Lime Surprise is on me..." 

Instead of pity, he only received more laughter! 









Spirit ‘Diary 


by Dan Oliveira 


February’ 5, 1983 
Dearest Hastings; 

As you well know, for the past several weeks I have been researching the ancient documents which may be found in 
abundance within the Eagle Hill Cemetery archives (which, oddly enough, are located within one of the various tombs on the 
grounds). I was obliged to conduct all of my research within this tomb, as the caretaker absolutely refused to allow me to 
remove any document or book from the place 

While intently leafing tlirough certain historical accounts concerning some long-dead denizens of the graveyard, 1 was 
suddenly startled by a loud clapping sound to my left. With a start I turned, and seeing nothing, breathed a sigh of relief (as 
1 have stated, I was forced to conduct all research within this charnel house, and felt extreme agitation in doing so), I soon 
noticed that the strange sound had come from a small book which had apparently fallen &om its shelf. 

Smiling with slight shame at my cowardice, I reached to pick up the book in order to return it to its proper place, when 
something rather unusual caught my attention. On the cover of the book were scrawled the following words: 

"IF ANYONE FINDS THIS AFTER I AM GONE, READ IT - AND KNOW 
THAT NO ONE LIVING MUST EVER PASS THROUGH THE GATES OF 
THIS CEMETERY- 

JACOB DANIEL MURPHY" 

I was familiar with the name of this fellow, since part of my research had to do with the Murphy family and their 
involvement with Collinsport's history. Jacob Murphy, who died some years ago, was the previous caretaker of Eagle Hill 
Cemetery. His apparent warning perplexed me, and I was drawn to begin reading the text of this booklet, which was written 
as a form of journal. 

I almost wish that I had not seen that blasted little book at all, for within its pages I have read of an incidence so singular 
that 1 must relate it to someone in order that I may achieve some measure of mental alleviation. The following is a transcript 
of the said jounral: 


January 14, 1972 

"For forty years I have been a living man in this place of the dead. Forty years 1 have kept these archives and tended to the few 
necessities of the cemetery at Eagle Hill...and with each year that elapses, the dead grow more restless. When I was younger, I could 
sometimes hear their lonely groans in the wind. But as the years passed, and 1 grew older, they began to show themselves to me. 1 
could see them, very briefly, out of the corner of my eye...staring intently at me. When I turned, my eye would inevitably be greeted 
with nothing...but 1 knew that they were there, and I would implore them to return to their graves...to rest...for they were of the dead 
and no longer of this world. The dead are to be feared, it is true, but my fears were allayed because of my respect. I believed that 
no harm could come to one who did not interfere with their rest. I was a fool. They call to me frequently now, and appear to me 
with arms outstretched, so that 1 may embrace the world of death which they occupy. The lost souls of Eagle Hill, I now truly believe, 
loathe the fact that one amongst the living has existed for so long amongst them. 1 fear that these hateful shades are attempting to 
force me to the grave!" 







January IS, 1972 

"I saw young David Brewster today...died at sea, he did. He was calling to me, as they all do now. Every day and every night it 
is the same. I will not let them drag me to the tomb!" 


January 20, 1972 

"They will not stop! I see them reaching for me...beckoning to me! They will no longer return to their graves...not until J let them 
take me. No! 1 will not die!...! must concentrate on the archives. That is what I will do...my precious archives! I will not see them 
if I focus my thoughts upon the records which I have kept all of these many years!" 


January 21, 1972 

"The records in the tomb occupy my mind! I have not seen any one of them yet this day. Perhaps they have returned to their rest." 


January 23, 1972 

"Damn them all! I can hear them again! Outside the tomb...and now inside! They are entering! Surrounding me! Hundreds of cold, 
spectral fingers reaching for me! The dead have returned to destroy me at last! I will not let them take me! I..." 


I naturally took these odd writings to be merely the ravings of a senile and half-mad old man. The very idea of the spirits 
of the dead returning to claim one of the living is, of course, wholly ludicrous. I shook my head and put the book aside, so 
that I could continue my research. As a result of the curious journal which I had just read, however, I decided to look further 
into the records of the Murphy family. 

Through this further research. I was immediately and unhappily made aware of the truly bizarre circumstances surrounding 
Jacob Daniel Murphy's diary. At first, I was certain that my mind was not fully perceiving the information which 1 had been 
looking upon Unfortunately, this was not the case, for I repeatedly checked and re-checked what 1 was seeing. You see, the 
first entry in Jacob Daniel Murphy's journal was dated "January 14, 1972"...but the Murphy archives clearly state that Jacob 
Murphy died on November 12. 1971! Rather than luring him to amiihilation, perhaps the spirits of the dead which Jacob 
Murphy referred to in his terrified writings were attempting to call to him so that he could find eternal rest in the land of the 
dead? This is what I, in my confused and alarmed condition, for a moment believed...until I realized that Mr. Murphy was most 
certainly and undeniably insane. Undoubtably, the dates in his journal must have been completely fictionalized; the fancies 
of a hallucinating madman. 

This IS what I believed, until the afore-mentioned current caretaker of Eagle Hill Cemetery entered the tomb. As he entered, 
he looked towards the table where 1 had been working and exclaimed, when his eyes fell upon the diary of Jacob Daniel 
Murphy, 

"Oh, Good! You have found my diary!" 
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^ THE TOWER OF M/^GD/^ 

by lYIsrcy UJilson-CsIes 


Once there was a king, and he had the Gypsy alphabet He wrapped it in some cabbage leaves, since in those days they didn't have 
bookshelves to put things on, and he fell asleep next to a spring. A donkey came along, drank some water, and ate the cabbage leaves - 

and that's why we don't have an alphabet 
("Why The Gypsies Don't Have An Alphabet" — Anastasia Dimou) 


late lS80's/1890 

The Gypsy woman stumbled as a raindrop snaked through the 
awning of Braithwaite’s Jewelers and hit her coldly in the eye. 
Cursing silently, Magda put her heavy basket down with a plunk 
and wiped her face over her ragged sleeve. 

It was a futile try at best. After an unusually dry winter of 
more frost than snow, the villagers of Collinsport had quickly 
found they were getting more than ample payback with Spring. 
It had rained steadily, without so much as a breath of halting, for 
six days. There was talk of the sea taking over the streets. 

Magda glowered balefully at the sheets of what felt like 
melted snow, and stamped her feet in an effort to get the feeling 
back in her toes. That, too, was a futile effort. She was as numb 
as wet, and plenty discouraged. Why in the world did they keep 
winding up in the north in the cold half of the year? 

Mr. Bain, whose grocery shared the same awning as 
Braithwaite's, emerged with a wooden snow shovel in his band 
and shut the door after him carefully. He slid a sideways look at 
her to make sure she didn't toss a rock in his store and slowly 
scraped pedestrian mud off his section of the sidewalk and back 
into the streets, where it would only be picked up and brought in 
again. 

Magda watched with half an 
eye. She had her own problems ~ 
too weighty to bother about 
giving a fat, balding ga/o {male 
non*gypsy} her usual look of 
contempt. This was spring, time 
for spring cleaning. And who 
would be doing that without the 
sun to dry their clothes? And just 
how could she sell any of these? 
She stared blankly down at the 
large basket of Sander's 
clothespins. He had cut, hewed 
and trimmed every single one of them during the bored winter 
months despite the pains in his hands, but so far she had only 
sold five. 


Bain slid her another cautious look as he dumped clay in the 
street. Magda indulged in the bad wish that the mud would give 
his mare hoof infection. Gadje. (plural non-gypsy}. Huh. They 
expected her to steal ~ so why shouldn’t she? They weren’t 
getting any money, or any hospitality for that matter. You had to 
have fine clothes and money for them to be nice to you (Magda 
stared at a new patch in her raincoat). Or be like Jenny, who 
looked like a 2 adii (female non-gypsy}. 

Magda scowled at the thought of Jenny. She loved her young 
sister without understanding her. Okay if she didn't want to be a 
Gypsy. But maybe Jenny wanted to be a %adji for the wrong 
reasons. She wanted the gadje to like her and be friends with her. 
Rom liking wasn't good enough. If she hadn’t been taken in by 
that ^ she wouldn'tVe vanished. (Rai: a non-gypsy patron; 
someone to informally adopt a gypsy}. 

Nothing to be done about it now. Magda sighed and sank 
against the basket for a seat. At least Jenny hadn't been 
betrothed. Insult enough for Jenny to run away to be a gadji — 
had there been a deserted husband it would have been worse. 

In weather like this she thought of her sister, wondering how 
she was. There wasn't the protection of the vardo (wagon) to 
turn to. Were gadje looking after her now? Was she even alive? 
Magda’s cards were vague with her there. 

Jenny used to dream of living in a big, fine house like the 
ones that lined the streets. Magda was too blunt to think it likely 
she was in one of them. But still... 

Av, mi Romani mal, 

Pawdel dur chumbas. 

Av kitane mansa? 

(Come, my Gypsy friend 
Over the hills so far away. 

Will you come along with me?} 

Magda could hear Jenny singing yet in her mind; that had 
been her favorite song as a child. Could she even bring herself 
to sing that now? It was a song for Gypsies, not for anyone else. 




Maybe sometimes Magda's a fool, too, huh? 

She'd heard of Gypsies that lived in the city, in houses. Magda 
had never been able to picture it. She'd been in a few houses. 
Gadje lived like pigs. The cities were filthy, and even if they 
packed up and moved whenever they wanted, it sounded like 
more trouble than it was worth. 

"Excuse me., ma'am?" 

Magda looked up. Mr. Bain was leaning on his shovel. 

"You, uh, can come in if you like. It’s a bit drier inside than 
out here." 

Magda didn't act surprised. She nodded like it was her idea all 
along, and swept up her basket under her arm. 

"You buy clothespins?" 

Mr. Bain blinked like a bald little owl behind his tiny glasses. 
"Well...! hadn't ..quite planned on doing business today..." 

It was much warmer inside. Magda let herself enjoy it while 
the portly man figured the amount. "I think I'll take them all," he 
declared, dropping a pin into the basket. "It's spring, you know. 
As soon as the rain stops the ladies will be doing their cleaning." 

Magda smiled wryly. "No kidding. How much?" 

Haggling on the part of two experienced dealers resulted in a 
swift agreement somewhere between how much Bain wanted to 
pay, and Magda wanted to get. At last he shook hands with her 
and told her she could choose cash, or barter equal in store 
goods. "Fair bargain. Ma'am." 

"Magda Rakosi gives fair bargains," she answered proudly 

"Magda," Bain repeated thoughtfully. "That's a Greek name. 
It means 'tower,' you know." 

Magda hadn't known. She thought about the card in her Tarot, 
not a very good card to draw for yourself Ah, well. "You know 
about names, huh?" 

"Sort of," Bain smiled sheepishly. "1 like knowing about 
names, and I like to guess about them. There's not much else a 
storekeeper can do...besides keep sweet with the bankers." 

"...never going to travel that way again..." The door opened 
and Magda saw Bain look up -- and jam on a respectful face. 
Men were coming in, stamping mud and dripping rainwater over 
the fresh-cleaned floor. Bain could not completely hide his 
wince. Under the grime Magda could pick out fine material and 
jewelry. The man speaking, clearly in charge, was tall and erect 
with a great deal more health to him than she was used to seeing 
in the gentry. She didn’t often see a fit-looking gadjo; so many 
of them liked the idea of getting fat. Under his hat he was 
scorning to hide his t hinn ing hair, the same fading blond tint that 
lengthened his sideburns. Cadjo, yes, soft, no. Magda knew of 
Edward Collins, but had never been this close before. She 
watched his gaze pass, failing to see her. Typical. 

"Mr. Collins. Mr. Morris," Bain nodded respectfully. The other 
man was even finer - banker, Magda decided. He reeked of 
money; she smelled it. "Terrible weather, eh?" 

Edward Collins sank in front of the stove grate with a sigh. 
"Yes, indeed. And I assure you, 1 normally have the sense to stay 
out of it, but Laura wishes to see if her shoes have come in." 

"I'm afraid not, Mr. Collins. They should be in tomorrow." 

"The first clear day," Edward translated under his breath. 

"Mr. Bain, I would like to see your chinas." Morris doffed his 
gloves slowly. HE had not skillfully ignored Magda. He could 
not avoid her any more than he could avoid the presence of a 
hacking cough. 

"Here you are, Mr. Morris." Bain slid the case of doll-sized 
samples forward with one hand. "I'll be with you as soon as I 


finish with this lady here." 

Morris was displeased. That Magda wasn't a lady, and that HE 
should have been catered to first, Magda could see. She 
unabashedly glared at him BACK, which he did not like. 

"I believe my business is a little more important, Mr. Bain," 
he said stiffly. 

Bain hesitated. He and Magda exchanged a glance. He didn't 
like Morris either. But he had to be nice. It was an enlightening 
moment for Magda. 

"Ladies first Mr. Morris. Where are your matmers?" he joked, 
in an attempt to stem a corrfrontation. Magda didn't think he was 
doing a very good job — and besides, she didn’t need anyone's 
help. 

"Are you saying you'll sooner have the patronage of a..." 
Morris looked at Magda, and substituted 'drowned rat' for 
"...gypsy? She probably stole those clothespins!" 

Magda narrowed her eyes. "I did not steal. My husband cut 
them." 

"Where did he get the wood?" Morris wanted to know. 

Magda was aware of awe. It was no wonder they called police 
for a few eggs or a watch. 

She would be impressed later. Right now, she was too angry. 

"You want to know where I got my own hands, huh?" She 
glared Morris up and down. "What's the big problem, banker? 
You say we gypsies steal, maybe we do. But we ain't no 
MONEYLENDERS” 

Morris swelled up and Edward rolled his eyes, seeing nothing 
more than a tiresome, timewasting quarrel beneath his (and any 
sensible person's) notice. 

Magda turned her back on him. She didn't have any use for 
Morris' ilk. The only similarity/difference between him and her 
was that both of them wore gold, but Magda wore hers as 
jewelry while Morris turned his into expensive cloth that looked 
fine but soon rotted away. 

"I'll take that carving knife and a lantern of oil for payment." 

"That'll give you some change," Bain said as he quickly placed 
the items on the counter. 

"Is she going to sign for it?" Morris wanted to know. 

"What?" 

"Store policy, isn't it?" Morris demanded. "And cash 
transactions have to be recorded if you don't want the tax service 
after you. Isn't that so, Edward?" 

Edward plainly did not care. He was cold and wet and not 
about to bother himself with leaving the store until he was warm 
and dry again. "You’re the banker, Morris," he pointed out. 

Magda thought hard. She couldn’t read worth anything — she'd 
have to learn someday — and Sandor wasn't much better. She 
could simply ask for goods worth the money, but spend money 
on something she didn't need? 

Horrors. This was a problem — it 
was her day for it — but Magda 
dutifully rose to the challenge. 

"Tell me where I sign," she said. 

Mr. Bain silently pointed to the 
bottom of a page. Magda stared 
at the space for a moment of 
critical silence, and picked up the 
pen. With careful precision, she 
sketched the outline of her card. 

"Thafs not a name," Morris 
scoffed. 




"Sure it is," Magda shot back. 

"That's not a name! Ifs just a picture of a...pillar!" 

"It's a tower," Magda corrected him impatiently. She had long 
ago learned arrogance got you places. "That's my name." 

"She's right." Bain cleared his throat and glanced up at the 
rafters. "Magda means 'Tower.'" 

Morris turned the delicate shade Magda's father liked to call 
"pickled egg purple," and looked fit to break the large vein in his 
forehead. 

"Well, thafs very satisfactory. Ma'am," Bain said brightly, 
overjoyed this was over. 

"No, it's not! It's not writing!" Morris sputtered. 

Edward Collins sighed and tapped his fingers on the counter. 
Word had it that Mr. Collins had very little patience for Mr. 
Gregory Trask — and it appeared he had just as much for Morris. 

"Oh, come now, Jeremy," he said drily. "The letters in our 
own language evolved from pictograms. I should think you’d be 
pleased to tears that her name isn't 'X' like so many of your 
clientele." 

Edward's tone was gentle, but Morris flushed. Magda didn't 
flatter herself that Edward was defending her; she could smell 
hard feelings a mile away and could tell he had a lot of them 
against the banker. 

"She has to put down her last name, too," Morris said through 
gritted teeth. 

"Now, MA'AM...please sign, 'Rakosi.'" 

Magda set her jaw stubbornly, but now that she had the hang 
of it, her last name was fairly easy. With a decided flourish she 
added a crab to the tower. 

Morris looked ready to rupture. "A crab?" 

"Rakosi to you." 

"Well, that's out of the way." Bain swept the paper aside and 
produced the money. "Have you selected the print you like?" 

"No," Morris said frigidly. "I believe I will take my patronage 
to Mr. Sayers." 


"Give my nephew my 
regards," Blain said blandly, 
forcing Magda to estimate 
him again. She wondered if 
Morris had ANY fiiends, 
even pretend ones. 

"I could give him the 
curse of Bad Luck for you," 

Magda offered to Bain. 

"Don't be childish," 

Morris snarled. "I'm not one 
of your gullible housewives 
to be fiightened into giving you a few table scraps." He whirled 
on his heel and stamped out of the store. 

Magda smiled. 

Morris' inspired cursings floated back into the store as his feet 
inexplicably gave out from under him There was a thick 
squelching sound. 

Edward sighed, grateful they weren’t sharing a carriage. "I 
suppose I'll be in tomorrow, Toby." He placed his hat back on 
his head and left without a glance back. Magda wasn't insulted. 
She could ignore people that easily, too. 

Bain was looking at her with an expression Magda knew well. 
Had she done that? Coincidence? Did Gypsies really have 
powers? 

Poor man. Magda let him wonder and picked up her empty 
basket. But she couldn't resist sliding him a slow, evil-looking 
wink as she opened the door and walked back into the rain. 
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Ui-he explosion tore through the room with no warning. Its 
force propelled Barnabas backward, throwing him against the far 
wall, his shoulders slamming into the bricks and mortar. He felt 
his ears ring from the impact. Julia had been standing beside 
him. and through the noise roaring in his ears, above the pain 
rushing in to engulf his entire body, he heard her scream. 
Distantly, through the echo of sounds all around him, Barnabas 
heard something fall, another cry, then muted silence. 

Shaking off the pain, the nausea and dizziness, Barnabas 
forced his eyes to open. It was dark. Miraculously there was no 
fire to further endanger them. He didn't stop to wonder why. 
Commanding his limbs to work, he got to his hands and knees, 
crawling in the direction he'd heard Julia's moans. He ignored - 
or rather did not feel - the shattered glass and broken debris 
cutting his skin; was not aware of the blood trail he left as he 
slowly moved toward Julia. He only cared about reaching her, 
about helping her. His vision blurry but adjusted to the dim light 
of the cellar, Barnabas groped around near where he thought he'd 
heard Julia’s cry. finally spotting a flash of the blue and white 
dress she’d been wearing under her white lab coat. "Julia!" 

He moved closer, blood roaring in his ears, heart pounding in 
his throat. He continued his search, finally spotting her beneath 
the jagged remains of what had been her supply cabinet. The 
wood and glass had splintered, the debris resting on top of her. 

"Julia! I'm coming!" Wiping sweat and tears from his eyes, 
smearing blood across his face, Barnabas crawled to where she 
lay beneath the wreckage, meeting her eyes as they opened 
slowly. "Julia, I'm here." 

She smiled gently and reached up to take his hand, the blood 
from a cut on her arm trickling down to mingle with the blood 
on his fingers. He held her hand tightly. 

"Let me go for help, Julia." 

"No. It ... won't matter. Barnabas." 

"Tell me what to do." 

"There's ... too much damage." 

"Julia, no, I shan't allow it to end like this. Not in this manner." 

"Neither you - nor I - have any say in it now, Barnabas." 

She gasped in deep pain and closed her eyes, her hand 
clutching his tightly. Slowly she opened her eyes again and met 
his gaze, smiling tenderly as the tears mingled with the smeared 
blood. She squeezed his hand as hard as her ebbing strength 
would allow, swallowed once, and gasped in pain again. 


"Julia..." Barnabas moved closer, removing some of the debris 
and easing an arm under her shoulders, lifting her so he could 
hold her to him . Julia looked up to meet his eyes and smiled, 
telling him with her gaze all she had never been able to voice. 

"Barnabas..." She took a deep breath — then slowly closed her 
eyes, her head falling to rest on his chest. 

"Julia!... no! Julia!" He began to shake her by the shoulders 
but knew it to be a useless attempt. Julia was gone - taken from 
him just as... just as everyone else he had ever loved was so 
cruelly taken from him. 

"No, Julia... no." 

The tears streamed freely down his face, dripping from his 
chin to fall onto Julia's hair. He bent down carefully, holding her 
close, placing a kiss on her mouth. 

Distantly he could hear loud voices, people calling to him, to 
Julia, and finally hurried footsteps on the cellar stairs. They were 
coming to search for them - for survivors. There were none. 

Standing silently by himself at Julia Hoffman's grave side, 
Barnabas was only vaguely aware of what the minister was 
saying. He was only aware of the fact he had survived and Julia 
had not. His own injuries were nothing. A mild concussion, sore 
muscles, cuts and bruises. Once more he continued to exist while 
Julia... was dead. Had he been standing where Julia was, their 
places would be reversed. She would be standing here, beside his 
coffin, listening to a minister she did not know recite the 
traditional funeral rites and spout sentiments which had no 
relevance to his life nor to who he was - had been, just as he 
was doing now for Julia. 

Glancing down at the single red rose he held, Barnabas 
stepped forward, and with a trembling hand, placed the flower on 
top of Julia's coffin. Around him, other mourners did the same 
with various types and colors of flowers. The minister said the 
final prayer, the mourners filed respectfully past, and Barnabas 
remained. Behind him he distantly heard someone ask if he had 
spoken, if he had said anything. He had not. There was nothing 
to say - not to them. 

Stepping closer to the casket, Barnabas again reached out a 
trembling hand and placed it on the smooth, satin-like finish. He 
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closed his eyes, picturing in his mind 
Julia, alive and well, s milin g at him, 
laughing with him ... loving him 
unconditionally. He pulled in a sob of 
sorrow and opened his eyes. "I do not 
accept this fate for you, Julia. Nor for 
myself. This is not right I shall find 
some way to correct this, to alter 
events and bring you back ... to me. 
You have my word.” 

He had always kept his word to 
JuUa. He would not break it now. 

"Barnabas,... it's time to go." 

He felt Elizabeth's gentle hand on 
his arm and allowed her to turn him 
from the coffin, and lead him away. 
Had she heard his promise to Julia? It 
did not matter. 



lElizabeth, Carolyn and Stokes looked up as Roger Collins 


entered the drawing room. He met each gaze silently then poured 
himself a stiff brandy. When it was half gone he turned to face 
the others in the room, knowing the question none would ask. 

"He seems to be resting quietly. It's hard to tell." 

"He lost someone very dear to him" 

"That too would be hard to tell by the way he treated her at 
times, Liz. You'd think Julia was nothing more to him than 
a., casual acquaintance he'd struck up a meaningless conversation 
with in order to pass the time of day." 

"That's hardly fair, Uncle Roger! We don't know what kind of 
relationship they had when others weren't present!" 

"Has he said anything at all?" 

Ehzabeth met Stokes' gaze, then sadly shook her head 
negatively. "He... was speaking to Juha at the grave side today, 
Eliot, but otherwise, he's said nothing." 

Stokes nodded, silently contemplating the possibilities of how 
this tragedy might affect his friend. "Hmmmm, I see. Have the 
police determined the cause of the explosion?" 

"A faulty connection on the generator Juha was using for Ught 
in that wretched cellar. What they were doing there has yet to be 
determined." 

"Does it really matter now, Roger?" 

"No, I suppose it doesn't, Liz." 

"I only wish there were something more we could do for him. 
He seems so ... sad and alone," Carolyn said sadly. 

"He'll come to us and tell us what he wants - what he needs - 
when he is ready, Carolyn. We can't force anything right now." 

Carolyn nodded, remembering all too well how she had felt 
when Jeb died. She turned her gaze toward Professor Stokes 
when he spoke again. 

"Has anyone been contacted about the dispersal of JuUa's 


estate?" 


"Julia once told me... Barnabas was to see to her affairs in the 
event of her death, EUot." 

"What nonsense," Roger exclaimed. "These matters should be 
left in the hands of professionals, of... lawyers, not those... who 
may not be thinking clearly." 


"I agree, Roger, but I also understand why Juha asked 
Barnabas to do this. They knew each other so very well." 

Roger grunted in disapproval and pomed himself another 
drink. Silence settled over the room as those gathered there each 
wondered - individually - about Barnabas Collins' emotional 
state, each re-affirming their own private beUef that JuUa had 
meant far more to Barnabas than he had ever admitted - to them, 
to her, and probably to himself. 



Iftpstairs, Barnabas was not resting quietly. He stood by the 
window of his room at Collinwood - because Elizabeth insisted 
he not go home to the Old House -the site of Juha's death - just 
yet. he needed his family about him. Rather than argue, Barnabas 
allowed them to fuss over him, knowing the one thing he truly 
needed was Julia - aUve and well - beside him again. 

He closed his eyes and choked back a sob, unable to prevent 
himself from feeling - yet again - the wave of guilt which swept 
over him. Had they not been in the cellar using that generator, 
had he not been so .... stubborn about modernizing the house,... 
had he but asked someone to check the generator to be certain 
it was in proper working order.... the explosion would not have 
occurred; JuUa would stUl be with him. And he could only 
swallow hard, re-affirming his determination to somehow correct 
this injustice, to return Julia to the life which had been so 
abruptly taken from her, to alter the succession of events. 

Barnabas knew it was complete arrogance on his part — to 
decide on his own whether it had been Julia's time to die or not, 
btit he knew it to be a mistake on every level of his being - 
intellectually, consciously, subconsciously, emotionaUy, 
instinctively. Everything was telling him Julia's death was wrong. 
He had to -- somehow — correct it. 

Taking a deep breath, he turned from the window and sat in 
the high-backed chair beside the table and lamp. Barnabas closed 
his eyes, thinking of what he could do. 



U/hat evening Barnabas used an upstairs telephone to call EUot 
Stokes and arranged to meet him at the Old House. He then told 
Elizabeth he needed some air and was going for a walk. She 
gave him an indulgent smile and watched after him until the 
front door closed. 

Stokes found Barnabas at the top of the ceUar stairs, just 
standing there. He cleared his throat, not wanting to startle 
Barnabas, then spoke. 

"Good evening, Barnabas." 

Slowly Collins turned to face his guest, moving from the top 
of the stairs and closing the door behind him. "I... was unable to 
go down there, EUot, unable to face..." 

"Perhaps it is too soon, Barnabas. You will know when the 
time is right." 

Barnabas shook his head slowly as he walked toward the 
drawing room and mechanically Ut the candles. "I do not believe 
that time shall ever come ... Eliot, I asked you to meet me here 
because... I should like your assistance." 

"In what, Barnabas?" 

"The I-Ching. I intend to go back and prevent JuUa's death." 




"Barnabas..." 

Collins held up his hand to stop the professor's protest and met 
Stokes' gaze firmly. "I am determined to do this, Eliot. I should 
like your assistance, should like you to watch over my physical 
body, but if you cannot or will nor, I shall understand. It will 
not, however, prevent me from attempting this." 

"1 hardly know what to say, Barnabas. Julia's death was a 
tragic accident, but... to attempt alterations of..." 

"1 know all the hazards and repercussions there may be, Eliot, 
but, as you said, Julia's death was an accident. One that should 
never have happened. One I ean prevent if allowed to try." 

"Have you given thought to your motives for attempting this, 
Barnabas?" 

"1 have." 

Barnabas said no more, his expression revealing nothing but 
deep loss. Silence hung between the two men for several long 
moments, then Stokes nodded reluctantly. 

"Very well, Barnabas. As it is safest to have someone here 
guarding the physical form while the astral body is travelling, I 
shall help you. When do you plan to make your attempt?" 

"This evening." 

Collins had moved to the desk in the comer, opened a drawer, 
and removed the I-Ching wands from it. He turned to Stokes, 
who said notliing, but began to clear off a table. Barnabas placed 
the wands on the table, brought a chair over and met Eliot's gaze. 

"Are you ready?" 

"Yes." 

Barnabas threw the wands, arranged them in the hexagram, 
and took a seat. He began to concentrate, picturing a door with 
the hexagram on it. The door opened and Barnabas moved 
through it, to find himself. .. 


III! reaching for the switch on the generator, which would 
provide Julia the intense light shed asked for in order to be 
certain they overlooked nothing in their search for a missing 
journal of Joshua Collins, Barnabas silently screamed at himself 
to stop but it was too late. The switch was activated and as he 
turned away, the explosion began... ||j| 



"NO!" 

Barnabas was 
shocked back to 
himself as he stood 
from tlie table, startling 
Stokes. He hurried to 
Collins' side, eyes 
wide, expression 
concerned. 

"Barnabas....?" 

"No ... Julia,,., no..." 

"Barnabas." Stokes 
spoke firmly and 
placed his hand on 

Collins' arm. Barnabas slowly looked up, meeting his friend's 
troubled gaze. 

"I... arrived too late, Eliot. I could not stop... I saw her ..." 
Barnabas shook his head, tears on his cheeks, unable to continue. 

Eliot glanced down, truly sorry. "1 am sorry, Barnabas 
Perhaps... Julia's death was..." 

"No. I wilt never believe that, Eliot, will never accept that. I 
must try again." 

"Barnabas..." 

"1 will do this, with or without your help, Eliot." 


"1 have promised you my assistance, and you shall have it, 
but... perhaps you should wait imtil tomorrow to make your next 
journey. You are tired. A new start in the morning may grant 
you the success you were deprived of this night." 

He was a long time in answering, then Barnabas nodded slowly. 
"You may be tight, Eliot, I shall wait until morning to try again." 

"I think that is wise... May I give you a ride back to 
Collin wood?" 

"No, thank you, I....wish to remain here for a time." 

Doubting the wisdom of that choice, but knowing he had 
pushed Barnabas as far as he could that evening, Eliot nodded 
and placed his hand gently on Barnabas' shoulder. "Of course. I 
shall see you in the morning, Barnabas. Good night," 

"Good night, Eliot... Thank you." 

Stokes nodded and saw himself out, leavmg Barnabas standing 
alone in the drawing room. 



Itknable to rest, unable to leave the Old House, Barnabas sat 
at the table and stared at the I-Ching hexagram before him. He 
knew it to be dangerous - to attempt their use on his own - but 
he had to try. 

Clearing his mind of all but the pattern before him, Barnabas 
concentrated - on the hexagram, on the door, on it opening and on 
himself moving through it. He again experienced the odd sensation 
of entering his own body and watching helplessly while his hand 
reached out toward the switch. Again he silently screamed to 
himself to stop, to abort the action before it was begun, but again 
he was too late. The explosion followed and he felt himself being 
propelled backward, to land against the wall. This time he was not 
jolted from himself until moments later, when he once more held 
Julia as she died, until he once more cried out to her, feeling her 
life leave her body and with it all he valued so dearly. 

"No... Julia... no..." 

Barnabas opened his eyes and found himself back in the 
drawing room, the I-Ching spread before him. He bowed his 
head, the tears falling anew, his grief more raw, more bitter and 
more deep than before, because he had been unable to prevent 
her death, had seen and held her and felt her die yet again. 

".... Julia..." 




“tokes entered the Old House, then the drawing room, to find 
Barnabas sitting in his chair beside a cold hearth. The fire had 
long since died out, but Barnabas did not seem to know it. There 
was a far distant look in his eyes, new lines of pain on his face. 
Eliot closed the distance and reached out a hesitant hand to touch 
Barnabas' shoulder. The man blinked and slowly looked up to 
meet the professor's gaze. 

"Barnabas..." 

"Oh, Eliot." 

"Did you rest at all?" 

Barnabas only shook his head, his gaze resting on the table 
across the room. He knew why Eliot had come back, but could he 
stand to endure all that again? Could he survive seeing Julia taken 
from him another time? No. And yet... he mnst, for this time might 
bring success. He might arrive in time to prevent himself from 
activahng that switch. "Thank you for returning, Eliot." 

"I gave you my word." 
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Collins nodded, then stood, crossing to sit at the table with the 
I-Ching wands. 

"Are you up to this, Barnabas? You look exhausted." 

"I ... am fine, Eliot." 

"Very well." 

Stokes stood silently by while Barnabas tumedhis concentration 
to the wands before him. Having done this before, it did not take 
Barnabas long to enter the trance and allow his astral self to move 
through time, to move backward in the stream of events to a point 
in time before the accident which took Julia's life occurred. 

That event had been nothing more - an accident, even though 
Barnabas insisted on blaming himself. The police investigation 
cleared Barnabas of any responsibility, citing a fault in the 
equipment. Barnabas could hardly be held responsible for that, 
but in his grief and guilt, he could not see nor accept that. As 
Eliot watched the body of the man whose spirit was now 
elsewhere, he sighed heavily. Unfortunately the only person who 
might have been able to help Barnabas see the truth, the one 
person he would truly listen to, was the one who had been killed 
by the explosion; the one he was trying to save. Julia Hoffman. 

Suddenly an agonized scream was tom from Barnabas and he 
slumped in the chair, scattering the wands, gasping desperately 
for breath. Stokes hurried to his side, easing Barnabas back, 
away from the table. He waited until Collins opened his eyes, 
and knew then he had failed. The anguish in Barnabas' eyes was 
beyond description. 

"1 have...failed, Eliot. Each time 1 arrive too late to prevent 
Julia's death. 1...cannot bear to experience that death yet again." 

"Perhaps you should wait a day or two, Barnabas, then try for 
a third time." 

"1... have already made my third attempt, Eliot. Last night, 1 
coidd not rest, could not sleep, could not face returning to 
Collinwood. I attempted it on my own... the results were the same. 
This method will not help me. I caimot save Julia this way." 

Stokes held his tongue, refused to say what he thought, would 
not voice his belief that perhaps Barnabas had met with repeated 
failure because it was Julia's fate - her destiny - to die at this 
time, in this maimer. He would not say it because Barnabas was 
not ready to hear it, even though it was likely the truth. Instead 
Eliot placed a comforting hand on Barnabas' shoulder. "1 am 
sorry, Barnabas." 

"1 know you are, Eliot. And I thank you" 

"Is there anything I might do for you? Anything I might get 
for you?" 

"... No." 

"Then I shall leave you alone. Try to rest." 

Collins simply nodded and closed his eyes, sitting in the chair 
near the fireplace again. Stokes let himself out, wishing he could 
do more for Barnabas, yet knowing that help would have to 
come from within Barnabas himself. 
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Vxain had begun to fall shortly after Barnabas left the Old 
House, and had he been aware of his own conditions and 
surroundings, he would have realized he was soaked to the skin 
and beginning to shiver. He could easily make himself sick if he 
did not get out of the cold rain, but none of the practical, logical 
actions he should take made sense to him. He ignored it all as he 
stood beside Julia's Hoffman's grave, staring at but not seeing the 
newly erected headstone. Once before he had stood thus - staring 


at her grave marker. It was when they'd been separated by 
decades - she in 1840 and he in 1970. In his desperation to 
prevent her death then, he had found a way to go back through 
time and possess him self and stop him self from killing her. He 
had used the I-Ching, but they were not the answer this time. He 
could not control the time differential enough to assure his 
arrival before the accident. 

"Julia... I am sorry. I never wanted... any of this... never 
expected to lose you. I always believed... you would be with 
me... forever..." 

"Barnabas..." 

He looked up slowly, to find his cousin Elizabeth standing not 
far away. She had an umbrella, and a look of compassion on her 
face. She moved forward until the umbrella covered Barnabas as 
well. "Eliot told me I might find you here." 

"I feel ... so lost and empty without her, Elizabeth. I do not 
know what to do nor where to turn." 

"I wish I could tell you that I understand, or that - in time - it 
will get better, the hurt, pain and loneliness you are feeling will 
lessen, but ... I don't know that it will." 

"She was so much a part of my life. There is ... so much more 
I wanted to tell her, to share with her... to ask of her." 

Elizabeth glanced sharply at her cousin, then reached out and 
placed a gentle hand on his arm, giving it a comforting squeeze. 
Then she frowned. "Barnabas, you are shivering. Come with me. 
You must get out of this cold and wet or you'll surely become 
very ill." 

Collins said nothing but allowed Elizabeth to lead him away 
and back to the waiting car. He would do as she told him, 
becaitse he had no will to argue or fight. That too had been taken 
from him with Julia's death. 


Enable to sleep, feeling very confined by the room in which 
he was staying while at Collinwood, Barnabas paced the floor 
restlessly. Finally he gave up and left, hearing the foyer clock 
strike the early morning hour of 3:00. He doubted anyone else 
was still awake, but he did not feel like being with anyone 
anyway. He quietly wandered the upper hallways, finding himself 
stopping before a certain door. It had been Julia’s room. 
Hesitantly he reached out and turned the knob. It opened easily 
and Barnabas slipped through into her bedroom. He had not been 
there often - only once or twice in all the years Julia had lived 
at Collinwood, but he could see touches which helped identify it 
as Julia's room. Boxes were now piled in one comer, prior to 
having the room cleaned out, Julia's things packed away and 
stored, eventually forgotten until someone - at some future point 
- came across them and, out of curiosity, went through the boxes, 
perhaps in search of a 'costume' for some party. 

"No, Julia, not that. I cannot let you become simply a name on 
a collection of cartons” 

Turning, he left the room and hurried through the halls, until he 
finally stopped before the linen closet which had been the access 
point for Quentin Collins' stairway through time. Desmond was to 
have destroyed it after he, Stokes, and... Julia returned to the 
present from that era, but perhaps.... Holding his breath, Barnabas 
concentrated on the target date and reached to open the door. For 
a moment he could not make his eyes focus, until he realized it 



was the objects before him which were slightly blurry, and not his 
eyes. The stairway slowly took on solid form, and Barnabas moved 
forward, climbing the stairs to the door at the top. He opened it, 
to find a multi-colored, almost iridescent kaleidoscope of light on 
the other side. He did not stop to think, to hesitate, to consider, but 
stepped through and closed the door behind him. 




iSamabas stepped from the stairway and closed the door 
behind him. It was still night, a storm growing off in the 
distance. He glanced around to be certain no one had seen him 
or was nearby, suddenly realizing - if he were successful and had 
returned to a few days ago - he stood a very good chance of 
encountering himself. He would have to use extreme caution. But 
first he had to find out at what point in the time line he had 
arrived. Moving quietly, Barnabas headed back toward the main 
section of the house. 


Unable to prevent himself, Barnabas stopped outside the door to 
Julia's room. He listened hard and glanced toward the floor. There 
was no noise, no light shining under the door. Carefully he reached 
for the knob and turned it slowly, hearing the latch click back, 
allowing the door to open. Barnabas paused, then pushed the 
hinged, wooden barrier ajar far enough to allow him to peek 
inside. He saw someone in bed, breathing gently, sound asleep. A 
flash of lightening brightened the room enough to let him see the 
auburn hair, the profile he knew so well. Checking his urge to 
hurry in, wake her and warn her, Barnabas instead watched Julia 
sleeping for several long moments, then retreated to the hallway, 
closing the door behind him. He could not make contact with her 
until he knew when it was. Perhaps even then he could not directly 
see and talk with Julia, but find other ways to influence her, to 
prevent the accident which would claim her life. 

Moving quietly and carefully through the huge house, 
Barnabas made his way to the ground floor and into the drawing 
room. He dared not turn on a light, but lit a candle and looked 
around. He found a newspaper folded on the table beside a chair, 
tlie crossword puzzle nearly done. He glanced at the date - two 
days before the accident. But how recent was the paper? 
Returning the candle and holder to where he had found them, 
extinguishing the flame, Barnabas moved from the drawing room 
down the hallway to the study. He carefully checked to be sure 
Roger wasn't working late, then entered. 

Barnabas crossed to Roger's desk, daring to turn on the lamp. 
It cast a dim glow across the surface of the well ordered desk, 
and touched the daily calendar. Its date reflecting one day later 
than that of the newspaper, and Barnabas’ hopes rose slightly. He 
had less than twenty four hours in which to find some way to 
prevent the accident, but at least he wasn’t too late. Julia was still 
alive, sleeping peacefully upstairs. 

Returning the study to the way he'd found it, Barnabas left, 
climbed the stairs and made his way to one of the unused guest 
rooms at the far end of the hall. He needed a place where he 
would be undetected to recall all he had done during those 
twenty odd hours. In those memories would be a way to save 
Julia and avoid meeting himself 


^anting to prevent being seen by anyone, Barnabas left 


Collinwood before dawn and made his way to the Old House 
while it was still dark. He knew he had left the house about ten 



that morning, and would wait in one of the out-buildings until he 
was certain the house was empty. 

True to his memory, he caught a glimpse of himself heading 
toward Collinwood just after ten a.m., and waited a few moments 
before leaving his hiding place and making his way into the 
house. He went directly to the cellar and to the generator - the 
source of the explosion. 

Kneeling beside it, Barnabas bent close to examine the 
mechanism which had begun the chain of events leading to the 
explosion. He hoped he would be able to see something obvious, 
but was disappointed when he found it appeared to be in perfect 
working order. He was the first to admit he knew nothing of the 
workings which permitted the devise to create the electricity the 
modem world depended on so stubbornly. Barnabas had no clue 
as to what should be done to make the generator safe for use, nor 
even where to begin looking for something which might not be 
right about it. 

Sighing heavily, he stood and looked about the cellar room, 
his memory vividly providing the details of what it would look 
like in so very short a time. He looked again at the generator, 
briefly considering the possibility of moving it, of hiding it 
someplace where it could not be easily found, but realized that 
was a task he could not accomplish himself. He clearly recalled 
Willie Loomis grumbling about having to move it down there 
alone, pointing out it was quite heavy and he was lucky he hadn't 
hurt himself while doing it. 

Yet Barnabas was not ready to give up. There had to be some 
way to prevent the use of that generator and therefore the 
accident. Again he studied the contraption, considering the 
removal of a part or two. He was about to reach out and unscrew 
a cap of some sort located on the back of the generator when he 
stopped. What if his interference with the generator - his removal 
of something -was what caused the explosion in the first place? 
He had no memory of ever having done this before, but if he had 
- if he'd forgotten as a result of his injuries. Second guessing 
one's self was always a dangerous practice. He would not be 
caught up in its trap, and Barnabas lowered his hand. He would 
find some other way to prevent Julia’s death. 

Distantly hearing the mantle clock in the drawing room strike 
the tliree quarter hour, Barnabas realized he'd met Julia there at 
11:15, and while he longed to see her, he knew it best that he 
not make contact with her if he could possibly avoid it. There 
would be less confusion - now and when he returned to the 
future - his present. Turning he left the cellar room and climbed 
the stairs, gently closing the cellar door behind him. 

Barnabas had crossed the foyer and opened the front door 
when he heard movement in the drawing room. He tensed, and 
was about to hurry out when Julia Hoffman came around the 
comer, glancing up from the notebook, open in her hands. 
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"Barnabas, you’re early. Good. I foimd ^\iiat I think may be a 
helpful passage, but... Barnabas, are you all right?" 

"Yes... yes. I'm fine, Julia. I'm just... surprised to see you." 

"I told you I'd be here about 11:00 when we spoke at 
Collinwood earlier." 

"I must have lost track of the time." 

Julia gave him a curious look, then turned and walked back 
into the drawing room, expecting Barnabas to follow. He had no 
choice but to do so, and hesitantly followed behind Julia, finding 
her standing by the desk. He knew he had no memory of this 
ever having happened before, for when he - his otiier self - 
returned from Collinwood, she would be sitting in the chair, 
reading the notebook she was now flipping through. 

Aware Barnabas was standing only a few feet away, his gaze 
studying her intently, Julia looked up, puzzled and concerned by 
his expression. Something was troubling him deeply. She closed 
the notebook and moved to stand closer to him, alarmed when 
that seemed to bother him. 

"Barnabas, something is very wrong. Tell me." 

He glanced down at his hands and sadly shook his head. A 
sudden intake of breath from Julia caused him to look up and 
meet her startled, worried gaze. She reached out to gently touch 
the healing cuts on his face, neck and hands. 

"Barnabas ... what happened? These wounds are several days 
old, and don't tell me you got them shaving ... When did you 
change your suit, you were wearing your.... Barnabas?" Her eyes 
narrowed as she studied him closely. "Barnabas ... are you here 
from the past, or the future, or ... some parallel reality?" 

"I had hoped to avoid a direct meeting, Julia, even though I 
longed to see you again, talk with you again... be with you again. 

I .. am here from the future, from five days into the future. I 
used the stauway through time." 

"Why?" 

"Julia...." 

"Why are you here, Barnabas? What happens? How are you 
injured?" 

"In an explosion, in the cellar. The generator malfunctions.... 
I am injured, but you.... you are killed. I came back hoping to 
prevent your death." 

"Why?" 

He met her gaze tenderly, wanting to reach out and take her 
hand but not daring to. He shook his head as he answered, "Need 
you ask?" 

"Yes, Barnabas, I do." 

He met her gaze and studied her face for a long moment, then 
glanced down and turned away. He couldn't face her when he 
told her, even though he knew he should. "You died in my arms, 
Julia, and I could nothing to help you. Only then did I realize - 
admit - my true feelings for you. As I stood by your grave I 
vowed I would - somehow - change things so we can truly be 
together. I care very deeply for you, Julia, I need you in my life, 
I need ... to love you as much as you have always loved me." 

A soft gasp from her caused Barnabas to turn back toward her. 
Julia's eyes were closed, tears on her cheeks and she was 
trembling, her hand resting at the base of her throat. He crossed 
to stand beside her, reaching out to touch her cheek. "Julia..." 

She shook her head and took a deep breath, slowly opening 
her eyes. "Oh, Barnabas..." 

"This was not how I had hoped to tell you, not how I wanted 
to share this with you." 

"Barnabas... do you know what you have done?" 

'T...have tried to prevent a terrible accident which claims your 

life." 


"Yes, and by doing so, you have changed the ... stimulus 
wdiich caused you to realize your feelings for me." 

"I do not understand, Julia." 

"Without my death, you have no reason, no cause to admit... 
what you have just told me. Without my death, you will not need 
to travel back in time to prevent it, and yet... you leave me with 
the memory of this conversation, this meeting. I will face my 
future knowing you love me, but in that line of events, you may 
never come to realize it or admit it... or tell me." 

"No, Julia, I will not allow that. I will never forget my love 
for you. I will carry it with me the rest of my days, even when 
I return to the future, return to find you alive and well." 

"How can you be so certain, Barnabas?" 

"We have not forgotten past events when we used the stairway 
before." 

"But... it did not impact our lives so directly before. What if 
that changes now, Barnabas?" 

"I hope it will not, but if it should... I want your word you 
will tell me this, Julia. Promise me you will tell me of this 
meeting, this conversation." 

"And watch you turn from me in disbelief - in continued 
denial? I've never told you of my feelings openly before because 
... it seemed to make you uncomfortable, because you were not 
ready to accept wdiat I will so gladly give yoa Will that change 
simply because I tell you of this meeting?" 

Her eyes were pleading, the pain of long contained feelings 
lining her face, touching her voice. Barnabas took her hands and 
held them tightly, meeting her eyes levelly. "Yes, Julia, it will." 

She shook her head and turned away, unable to believe his 
words. She had lived with his denial too long. Julia felt his hands 
on her upper arms, turning her back to face him, but she did not 
look up to meet his gaze. 

"Have I been so... unfeeling and dispassionate all this time so 
as to cause these feelings of doubt in you? Are you unable to 
believe me when I tell you... I shall not allow this to continue?" 

"I believe you now, Barnabas, but the future... I could not live 
with the knowledge of what you've told me, wondering if you 
can - or will - remember, and accept." 

"Do not say that, Julia." 

"I can't help it, Barnabas." 

"How can I convince you, how can I persuade you?" 

She shook her head, eyes closed, swallowing hard. Barnabas 
released a deep gasp as the full realization of what he'd been doing 
to Julia all these years struck him; how deeply and completely he 
had hurt her without a thought. And she had taken it all silently, 
accepting this emotional pain continually, always hoping he might 
- someday - admit what he just had to her. And now, because of 
the circumstances, she could not - dared not - believe him. 

Slowly he turned away from Julia, his eyes downcast as his 
hands clasped together at his waist. He had never wanted - 
intended - to hurt her so deeply. And what if she were right? What 
if he did not or could not remember this and treated her informing 
him of it with the same cold disdain and detachment as he'd 
always displayed toward her feelings of love for him in the past? 
He could not allow it. He could not continue to hurt Julia so. 

Glancing across the room at her, Barnabas moved to the desk 
in the comer and sat. He found paper and pen, quickly writing 
a letter — to himself. Perhaps he would believe his own 
handwriting. 

Folding the single sheet of paper, Barnabas sealed the 
envelope, writing his own name on the front. He looked at it a 
long moment, then stood and silently crossed the room to where 
Julia stood by the fireplace. "Julia..." 



She raised her head but did not turn around, unable to face hinr. 

"Julia, please.... look at me." 

Hesitantly she did so. His gaze was different - needing of her 
forgiveness. She swallowed as her fists tightened at her side. 

"Julia.... I have written myself a letter - telling myself all that 
you fear I may forget. If that should happen ... give it to me. 
Insist I read it in your presence. Force me to realize all I have 
told you this morning." 

"Barnabas..." 

"Your word, Julia." 

He pressed the envelope into her hand and met her gaze. 
Slowly she nodded. 

"All right, Barnabas, I promise. I will give it to you." 

The clock on the mantle struck the quarter hour and Barnabas 
glanced up. "I must go before I meet myself Promise me, Julia, 
that you won't go to the cellar this afternoon, and that you will 
cause me to recall all of what we've said and done this morning." 

"1 ... promise, Barnabas." 

"You will not regret it, Julia. Know I do love you." 

He bent close and kissed her gently, tenderly, then hurried 
from the room and toward the back of the house. Julia looked 
down at the sealed envelope in her hand, then slipped it into her 
dress pocket, glancing up when she heard the front door open. 

"Julia?" 

She swallowed hard and shook her head. She had to do this. 
"In here, Barnabas." 

He entered, smiling when he saw her, but the smile faded 
slowly. "Julia, you look troubled. Are you all right?" 

"I'm ., suddenly not feeling well. Would you mind if we 
postponed our plans until another time?" 

"No, of course not. Can I get you anything? Would you like 
to lie down?" 

"I., think I should go back to Collinwood." 

"Of course. Allow me to accompany you." 

"... No, I'll be all right." 

She was having a hard time meeting Barnabas' gaze and knew 
she had to get away from him. He - this Barnabas, at this point in 
time - had not yet realized what the Barnabas of the future had. 

"I do not like your being alone if you are feeling ill. 1 cannot 
allow you to retiun to Collinwood by yourself." 

She truned pain-filled eyes on him, knowing he was puzzled 
and concerned. If she protested further, he would demand an 
explanation, and she couldn't give him that. "Maybe you're right, 
Barnabas." 

"Of course I am, Julia. Come. I will see you safely back to 
Collinwood," 

She nodded and allowed Barnabas to escort her. She glanced 
up at him and smiled sadly. Knowing what she now did, Julia 
was certain she would not be in the cellar later than day and the 
explosion would not happen. She had to risk facing the future 
with the knowledge she now possessed; had to chance that 
Barnabas would - somehow - remember. She couldn't face herself 
if she did not have faith in him. 



ll^aniabas reached for tire door knob and glanced over his 
shoulder, up the stairway which had brought him back to - he 
hoped - the time he'd left and the woman he loved. The stairway 
began to fade and Barnabas opened the door, stepping into the 
hallway. The door closed behind him and he glanced to his left. 


out the window. It was dark beyond the glass, just as it had 
been when he left. He could hear the clock strike the hour - the 
same hour as when he'd ascended the stairs. 

Panic and anxiety rushed over him He wanted to know if he 
had been successful in changing the future - his present - and 
yet, if he had not... Taking a deep breath, Barnabas left the 
hallway and made his way back to the main part of the house. 

He once more went directly to Julia Hoffman's room. Slowly, 
quietly, carefully, he eased the door open. No one was there, but 
the packing boxes were gone, the touches Julia had added to the 
room to make it hers were still evident. Then where could she be 
at this hour of the night? He smiled slowly. 

"Julia." 

Turning, Barnabas closed the door and hurried from the house. 
He knew where she was, 

A dim light illuminated the drawing room windows of the Old 
House as Barnabas entered the front door. He stepped quietly 
into the drawing room, relief flooding over him when his gaze 
rested on Julia, asleep in the chair, book open on her lap. She'd 
been trying to wait up for him, wanting to know if her fears 
would be confirmed. 

Barnabas crossed to her side and reached out to touch her 
shoulder. "Julia..." 

She started awake, taking a deep breath as she realized he was 
standing beside her. Julia closed her book and rose slowly, her 
eyes meeting his. "Barnabas..." 

He reached out and took her hands, his gaze never leaving 
hers. "I remember, Julia... everytliing. You won't need to give me 
that letter." 

She closed her eyes and swallowed hard, a soft gasp escaping 
her as relief flooded through her as well. When she opened her 
eyes, she found Barnabas' gaze still on her, a gentle smile on his 
lips. She bit her lower lip and nodded once, happily going into 
Barnabas' embrace as his arms slipped about her waist and he 
held her close. 

"Stay with me always, Julia." 

"I will, Barnabas. I will." 

He met her gaze again, then bent close and kissed her 
tenderly. 






m THE COUNTDY - ALL l& EOUND OUT 



earfv autumn, 1795 

amabas Collins leaned back in the canebottom chair 
and put his boots up on the whitewashed rail of the back 
porch. The only one to notice his crime was Sarah, and as 
she was eating a cake of maple sugar against the express 
orders of Aunt Abigail, he knew there would be no telling. 

Not that there would be much tattling on anyone. It was an 
unseasonably hot autumn day, and few Collinsporters had any 
thought beyond cool drink and shade. Barnabas, currently 
recovering from a mild fever, applied to the rule more than 
most. It was all. Aunt Abigail knew, due to involving himself 
in unhealthy topic climes. But, as Barnabas had informed 
Jeremiah, it would take more than swampy wet air to keep 
him from losette la Freniere duPres. 

At any rate, he was forbidden from exertion, and the only 
things he could do besides read and write letters was to 
listen to Sarah play the flute and collect sheet music for 
Josette, of which she was very fond. Sarah had taken it 
upon herself to wait on her big brother hand and foot, 
winning the approval of Naomi and Abigail, as it was 
proper for a lady to learn the caring of invalids. Barnabas 
didn’t flatter himself. Sarah simply preferred fetching syrups 
and tisanes over needlework any day of the year. 

It was very hot that day, and with the stillness of the 
evening holding the air flat and tepid, it felt even hotter. 
Insects buzzed off the north porch, frustrated at the 
plantings of noxious herbs that kept them at bay. 
Elsevvhere, smudgepots were being burned with better 
success, but Sarah and 
Barnabas had always 
preferred the smell of 
plants, no matter how 
loathsome, to green smoke. 

"But I don't like 
William." Sarah was saying 
plaintively. 

"This is a very important 
party. All the families will 
be here for the Harvest. It 
was only polite to invite 
him, too, Sarah," Barnabas 
gently chided his little 
sister, knowing she would 
listen to him longer than she 
would anyone else. Her 
devotion to him was 




alternately frightening and flattering. It was a very stressful 
thing to be a role model. Especially considering that Sarah 
was every bit the little helligan her brother had been at her 
age (At least, that was the story — Barnabas couldn't 
remember half the tales told about him, and the other half 
were much more dramatic than he recalled them). 

But Barnabas was aware of the responsibilities his unique 
understanding of her entailed, so he always tried extra hard to 
help raise her as a proper yoimg lady without spoiling things. 

"But you didn't have to get married for ages and ages," 
Sarah was saying. 

Barnabas decided not to comment on that. "A lady often 
marries young," he reminded her. "Mother married Father 
very young." 

"1 don't want to marry William!" Sarah lifted her head to 
look at him, horrified. 

"Oh, Sarah. Inviting him doesn’t mean you're going to 
marry him. We're inviting nearly all of Collinsport; you won’t 
have to many anyone there," he promised. "Don't worry. Do 
you think I would let anyone you didn't like get near you?" 

"I hope not," was Sarah's cautious reply, and Barnabas 
chuckled. 

It was a shame, he mused, that marriage had to be 
impressed upon children at such an early age. Sarah was 
barely out of the cradle, but girls were being arranged for 
earlier than that. She was too yoimg to worry about such 
things, no matter how you looked at it. No doubt Abigail 
had been talking where the child could hear her. Again. 
The woman caused more strife among the family... 

It was much easier for men, but Barnabas had still been 
put under undue — and unkind — pressure about his single 
status. He shared Sarah’s feelings about the social mores. 
All his life he had been aimed at "proper" women, and vice 
versa. The worst part about those things was its being an 
ingrained, unspoken thing, taken for granted. 

Which only increased Barnabas' refusal to bend to society 
for Its Own Sake. Collinsport had despaired when the 
favonte son had gone abroad, but they were hardly 
enamored of him when he returned spoken for by a foreign 
bride. It was going to take a long time for the ruffled fur to 
smooth down. People simply could not be pleased. (Well, 
Father had been more than relieved that his son had 
FINALLY found a wife, and, while Barnabas had no proof, 
he suspected the old cruster found it amusing that he'd 
gotten himself betrothed without the help of all those 
clucking women.) 





After dinner, Sarah joined the 
other ladies of the house in 
making lavenderettes for the 
party, and Barnabas escaped 
chores by taking his horse on a 
conveniently-needed exercise. 
They rejoined to the back porch 
again shortly after supper. The 
air was cooler, but the sun's heat 
continued to glow on the 
wooden boards. Night was 
creeping up from the ocean, and 
they watched its purple progress 
over large mugs of cold sillabub. 

Sarah drank by holding both 
her small hands aroimd the 
heavy wooden tankard, ignoring 
the froth on her face Barnabas 
watched her with a smile. Aunt 
Abigail would exclaim if she 
caught her niece using a 
common vessel for wastrels — a 
"saloon cup" — and she would 
task him for allowing it. 

Oblivious, Sarah drank until it 
was all foam, set the mug down 
on the step beside her, and with perfect seriousness produced 
a handkerchief for her lips. Her brother's smile grew. 

"Did you like it?" he asked innocently. 

"Yes." Sarah paused, calculating. "I'll bet yours tastes 
better." 

Barnabas took a sip of his own, made with hard cider 
instead of sweetcider like hers. "Possibly." 

"Could I try?" 

"Sarah..." 

"May I try?" she amended swiftly enough. 

Barnabas tried to look sternly at her. It was no use. She 
knew what her large eyes did to her brother, and she used 
them shamelessly. 

"I'm afraid even proper grammar won't win you there, 
Sarah." Barnabas took another, slightly guilty sip, glad that 
he, too, was nearing the bottom. 

"But YOU get to drink it." 

"I'm older than you, Sarah." 

Sarah scowled, her heart set on the forbidden drink, "I 
don't think you're fair." 

Barnabas' lips twitched. He sent for Ben, and had the 
servant refill both mugs with the sweet kind. Sarah was 
halfway satisfied. Most days her big brotlier was around her 
little finger, but not today. 

Crickets and frogs set up a louder chorus as night grew 
closer. Barnabas watched the purple and rose turn navy 
blue and orange with rare contentment. Evening and early 
morning were his favorite times.. neither too bright nor too 
dark, too hot or too cold. Sarah was more interested in the 
moonflowers opening up in the trellis beside her. 

"Barnabas, what's complications?" 

Barnabas lifted an eyebrow. "It means difficult." 

"Oh." Sarah considered. A moment later she asked, "How 
can you die from it?" 

Barnabas' eyebrows met in the middle. "Sarah, wherever 
did you hear tliat?" 
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"In the orchard." Sarah was watching another flower pop 
open. She sniffed the buttery petals and looked back up at 
him. "Some men were talking of how Mr. Pettibone was 
going to die of complications." 

Barnabas stopped rocking, and slowly lowered his 
tankard. "Were you in your tree?" 

"Yes." 

Barnabas pictured Sarah's favorite spot in the orchard: an 
ancient sops-of-wine apple tree on the tip of the grounds 
next to the public trod. It was so gnarled and overgrown 
that only a child could enter its branches, and a small one 
at all. Barnabas had trouble spotting her even when he 
Anew’ she was in them. Her illicit climbing was secret to 
everyone but himself; it hadn't taken him long to realize he 
couldn't keep her earthbound, so he had taught her the 
proper way to climb. Best hung for a sheep as a lamb — but 
at least now he didn't have to worry about her falling and 
breakuig her neck. 

People were unlikely to discuss such a conversation if 
they knew a child was present. 

"Do you know who was talking?" he asked. 

Sarah shook her head. "Two men." 

"Were they rich — businessmen? — or poor?" 

"Rich." Sarah's nose wrinkled. "They wore wigs." Many 
of the powders and thick perfumes that men put into their 
false locks made her ill. 

"What else did these men say?" 

"I didn't hear. They walked too far away." 

"Which way did they go?" 

Sarah didn't often have gossip; she was happy to hold her 
brother's interest so well. "To town. They were walking 
along the woods. They passed me coming and going." 

Two gentlemen out on a stroll. Barnabas leaned back in 
his chair and thought. 

"Their powders just blew when the wind came up," Sarah 
recalled aloud. "Is it true M. Voltaire meets his guests in the 
garden so he can watch their wigs catch in the branches?" 

"Possibly," Barnabas replied absently. That piece of gossip 
had been going on for at least a year. Barnabas was of the 
opinion the old philosopher was apt to do just such a thing. 

"1 thought Mr. Pettibone was doing well," Sarah 
conunented. 

"He is doing well," Barnabas corrected. "As far as I 
know, he is." 

"How can you die of difficulties?" Sarah frowned. 

"A 'difficulty' can be something that isn't good for you. 
A chill, or an ague, or the fever I had." 

"Oh." Satisfied, Sarah stood up to watch the sunset and 
took a drink 

"Don't drink standing up, Sarah." 

"I can't see." 

"Come here." He held her mug as she climbed into his 
lap. Now she was in his way, but Barnabas was thinking 
too hard to notice. 



lAaomi was in tire attic, supervising the cleaning and 
placement of fragrant herbs. Barnabas ducked a low- 
hanging pomander, waiting for a pause in the ordering 
about. "Mother?" 



"Why, hello, Barnabas," Naomi turned with a surprised 
smile. "I didn't know you were there. Is something wrong?" 

"No, mother." Barnabas took her hands with the faintly 
chiding smile most doting sons give their doting mothers. 
"I was looking over the guest list, and I was wondering; I 
didn't see Mr. Pettibone included." 

"I was including him, but I'm afraid he's been taken ill," 
Naomi sighed. 

"Nothing serious, I hope?" 

She did not notice the slight sharpening of her son's face. 
"Well, his physician said it was a mild brain fever, and he 
should be fme as long as he doesn't tax himself. But you 
know the chances of that." 

Barnabas smiled too, instantly recalling a dozen colorful 
anecdotes. "Well, has he been ill long? I haven't heard 
anything about it." 

"No; I just received word from his son-in-law this 
morning." 

"His son-in-law?" It wasn't like his mother not to give 
names. 

"Yes; I can't recall his name...married that younger 
daughter." 

"Ah. The one that’s been abroad." Barnabas knew that 
Pettibone had seven daughters and six sons, and all of them 
looked astonishingly alike. It was easier for the 
townspeople to label them than to keep track of the names. 
Daughter-gone-abroad was so quiet and proper that no one 
had ever had any gossip about her. Barnabas' knowledge of 
all the social goings-on needed refreshing after his travels. 
He searched his memory for the son-in-law. A physician, 
wasn't he? Yes. 

"Do you need anything else, Barnabas?" Naomi saw tasks 
needing her attention. 

"Er, yes." Barnabas' mind went on a wild hare. "I thought 
I might visit Mr. Pettibone to see how he is. And take 
Sarah with me if it's all right." 

"Well," Naomi's brows drew up exactly like her son's. "I 
don't know. She's to fmish some needlework before the 
party..." 

"We’ll have time, Mother. Please." 

Naomi smiled fondly. "It's so hard for me to refuse you. 
Good son that you are, you don't often abuse that privilege. 
Very well. But don't be too long." 




^arah 


was delighted to go to town, even if she couldn't 


ride a horse. Before Ben could open the carriage door she 
was already out and scampering to the wooden sidewalk. 

Barnabas sighed and turned to the portly servant. "We 
shan't be long." 

"Yes, Mister Barnabas," Ben nodded respectfully, and 
returned to his place with the horses. 

Barnabas caught up with Sarah and took her small hand. 
"If you see those two men," he murmured, "let me know." 

Sarah nodded. 

Pettibone had a handsome rose-pink brick building all to 
himself, sandwiched between a tailor's and law offices. 
After making a fortune in the mercantile business, he hadn't 
the heart to leave his old home. 


The butler saw them 
approaching and opened 
the door. "Excuse me, sir. 

We are honored to receive 
you, but Mr. Pettibone 
cannot see guests today." 

Barnabas stopped. "Is 
something the matter?" 

"Mr. Pettibone has 
fallen ill, sir, and can 
receive no visitors." 

Barnabas considered this 
snag. He hadn't thought he 
would be denied entrance. 

"May I inquire as to vriiat 
is the matter?" 

"Mr. Pettibone has 
suffered a slight brain 
fever, Mr. Collins." 

"I see," he said at last. "Then would you answer for me 
whether or not we will be expecting any members of the 
Pettibone family tomonow night?" 

"I am afraid I do not know, Mr. Collins, but I shall 
inquire." A polite dismissal. 

"Thank you." Barnabas did not bother to conceal his irony. 

Sarah was tugging on his sleeve as they walked away. 
"He was one," she whispered. 

"Really." Barnabas hadn't expected that. He set his jaw. 

"Barnabas? Are you feeling well?" 

"Yes, Sarah," Barnabas eased the child’s worries. 
"Perhaps we'd best get away from the sun a bit." 

They foimd a tree whose shade was unclaimed. Barnabas 
feigned weakness by closing his eyes and leaning back, and 
thought furiously. 

The butler was one of the men. Pettibone was a man of 
good constitution, rarely ill for any reason. Even in the war, 
he had moved untouched among the malarial and dysentery 
victims. Age had not seemed to diminish his vigor in any 
way; why should he befall something like brain fever? 

Barnabas was no doctor, but everyone knew that malady 
was caused by stress. 

Stress and Pettibone? 

Pah. 

But Pettibone's doctor — his own son-in-law -- was 
treating him for it. And the butler was already involved. 

After a few more minutes of thought, he gave Sarah 
some money and let her go for candy. Then he called Ben 
and had him go to the store around the block and buy a 
packet of cheap foolscap and a paper of ink. 



S^arah was left a bit stickier for her adventure; Barnabas 
made sure she made it to her room before anyone found 
out. Going to his own room, he locked the door shut and 
mixed up the ink in a spare bottle. It was cheap and runny, 
but serviceable. The paper was thin in some places, thick in 
others, and the grain heavy, but it had a common 
watermark, which was all he wanted. After some thought, 
he wrote on it with the ink by a badly damaged quill that 
further hid his handwriting. 



Finished, he let it dry and held it up for a critical survey. 
Adequate, he decided dryly. Short, terse, and yet wonderfully 
loquacious. In fact, he was rather pleased with himself. 

Barnabas folded the paper up. The red wax seal on the 
packet of ink was softened up and put on the ersatz letter 
with a coin for a stamp. The leftover wax was dissolved 
into his candle. He felt a little silly for going to such 
extreme lengths, but if he was wrong it would be highly 
embarrassing to be discovered. Yet he did not feel wrong. 

It was with only minor tmease that he tossed the rest of 
the paper into the fire. It was poor enough to bum swiftly. 




3eremiah arrived the next day before tire party, reeking 
of the waves and Spanish oranges. Barnabas teased him on 
shirking his familial duties, and they dressed up in their 
best. Jeremiah coimtered by teasing the other's clothing, 
which was less fine than Jeremiah's new suit of 
brandenburgs and ashes-of-roses trim. Barnabas countered 
tirat HE had no reason to go up as a peacock, now that he 
was engaged. Unfortimately, this reminded him that Josette 
was far away in Martinique, and Jeremiah woimd up being 
the emotional cheer for them both. 

Not even the heat was a deterrent to a Collinwood party. 
The day was a little cooler, thankfully, and there were 
plenty of warm-weather refreshments. Naomi had decided 
the theme would be on apples, since this year had so many. 
Other fruits were present, but the main consisted of apple 
cake, dumplings, fried pies, stuffings, dressings for the deer 
and hens, cider; hard, sweet, mulled and chilled, applejack, 
wine — and, of course, sillabub, where Sarah was to be seen 
at all times. 


Barnabas felt more up to something strong, and helped 
himself to the cold spiced ale. Before long, he was surrormded 
by his old crowd of friends and playmates wanting the same. 
He endured the inevitable jibes and jokes about his upcoming 
marriage with good grace, and returned a few gibes of his 
own. Many in the group were already family men. Jeremiah 
began to get attention for being the last eligible Collins, and 
he helped spearhead the teasing in that comer. 

"There's Dr. Davids," someone said, and Barnabas looked 
to the opposite comer, where a tall, thin yoimg man with 
large eyes in a thin, pox-scarred face was talking quite 
earnestly to a group of ladies. Barnabas saw his mother 
among them. 

Jeremiah chuckled. "Looks like a chipmimk" There were 
a few snickers, because it was the honest tmth. 

"More like a rabbit," said Freeman Walton. "Look at him. 

He always acts like 
someone's about to leap 
from a dark comer and—" 
He made a snapping soimd 
with his teeth. 

"I've no sympathy for 
him," Freeman's brother 
Russell commented. 
Russell was a moody man 
with a dangerous sense of 
humor and an tmparalleled 
gift with words, and the 



truths he knew about town were so good he never had to 
embellish them. "Fortune-digging brick of cheap clay. I'd 
look like a rabbit too if 1 had that many creditors priming 
their grms at my little cotton tuft." 

Jeremiah shrugged. "If he needs money NOW, so soon into 
his marriage, that dowry must not have been very impressive." 

"It was very impressive," Russell said blandly, as he 
poured his brother a fresh mug. "It was his spending that 
wasn't so impressive." 

"Tsk, tsk," Alexander Cooper shook his head with false 
sympathy. He hated doctors, even herbalists, so they 
forgave him. "Are you going to spend your money all at 
once, Barnabas? It's only natural if you do....considering 
how deprived you are." 

Jeremiah made as if to tumble his ale over the other's head. 

"He's got all the backbone of a rabbit, at any rate," 
Alexander observed. "I don't like him. His weak will got 
him into all that trouble He could say yes to gambling, but 
he couldn't say no to stopping. 'You reap what you sow.'" 

"Yes, it's just dangerous to have someone like that in 
your house," Freeman agreed softly. "They might like you, 
but they like your money more. I’d not trust him to hold 
any papers with my signature on 'em." 

"I wouldn't trust him to watch over my children," Russell 
was more decided. "Even if I was his wife." 

"How did she come to marry him, anyway?" Freeman 
wondered. 

"Ruth met him when her family was abroad, and her 
fatlier never refused her anything in her life." Russell 
poured out fresh drinks for Alex and Barnabas. "Ruth being 
as meek and mild as she is. Old Petty never had cause to 
stop spoiling her, but 1 do believe she made a mistake here. 
Some women act that way with those kind of men. They 
want to mother 'em." 

"To Ruth's credit, she was surely not judging his looks," 
Jeremiah jabbed Barnabas in the ribs. 

"His looks, I note, are very nervous," Freeman said, and 
they drifted to other subjects. 

The party progressed. Barnabas foimd himself 
conveniently near Dr. Davids and offered to pour him a 
drink. Davids, looking very distracted, jumped and 
stammered thanks. 

"You're rather on edge today, doctor," Barnabas smiled 
as he handed the vessel back. "You needn't be, you know. 
We Collinses are just like ordinary people." 

"Thank you," Davids laughed faintly. "I'm afraid I've 
been on nerves lately..." He stared into his drink. 

"Yes, it must be stressful indeed, to look after one's own 
father-in-law." Barnabas watched, satisfied, as the man 
blanched, and pretended to drink. "How is he?" 

"Oh...not very well, at the moment." Davids wiped his 
lips. "Touch of brain fever — you know how that is." 

"Yes . I've never had it myself, but several I know have. 

I can only say, I hope I never suffer it. Watching it is 
unpleasant enough." 

"Yes . it is." The set of tire tliin man's shoulders silently 
begged Barnabas to go away. Barnabas failed to. 

"We . hope he will improve soon," Davids offered, still 
not looking at him. 

"Oh? Has he shown any improvement?" 

"Well ..not so as you'd notice., but I've seen cases like 
this before, and he's a very strong man, and there's many a 




man that recovered from worse." 

"That's quite true," Barnabas said, and added blandly, "I 
certainly hope he does recover. I hear all his children stand 
to inherit richly, but none would like to lose their father. A 
fine man...May I get you another?" 

"No . no, thank you. This is fine... Excuse me...I must go." 

"Come and see us again soon!" Bamabas clapped Davids 
on the back with one hand, the other slipping his note into 
the other man's deep pocket. 

"I will. Thank you." Davids sidled away. 

The guests that weren't spending the night in Collinwood 
drifted away at around ten. Sarah was found fast asleep 
under a table. Bamabas gave his greetings to Rev. Walker 
while taking her to bed, and returned to help his father lock 
up. Joshua grumbled about how much trouble it would be 
if his son had a relapse, and sent him back upstairs. 
Bamabas obeyed without protest. He had accomplished 
plenty for the day, he felt smugly. 


S^unday evening found Bamabas and Sarah on their 
porch watching the sun go down again. 

Sarah strained from her place in his lap to make out a 
thick fog coming in from the ocean, fading the sunset. 
"You smell like horses," she said. 

"You smell like lavenderettes, clove and rose beads," 
Bamabas wrinkled his nose back at her, and she scowled. 

Jeremiah arrived with a grateful sigh at a stiff, cool wind 
coming up from the ocean. "Vastly felt." He closed his eyes 
and let the sweat cool off his face. 

"Hello, Jeremiah." Bamabas lifted his mug in a brotherly 
salute. "We missed you at supper." 

Jeremiah grinned. "If you think I'll let you be the only 
married scion in...Hello, Sarah," he quickly amended. 

"Hello." Sarah slid off the porch to catch bugs. 


"Been at Miss Morris' house, I 
presume," Bamabas said mildly. Mildly 
amused and condescending, as a matter 
of fact. 

"An excellent cook." 

"Very," Bamabas agreed. 

"She also knows plaity of news 
about town." Jeremiah refused to bridle 
because he knew something Bamabas 
didn't. "Did you hear about Mr. 
Pettibone?" 

"What? Is he still ill?" Bamabas 
asked, straightening up in his chair. 

"Hardly. It was a good bleeding that 
did him this time. His son-in-law left 
the house this morning, with the family 
butler. They took one of our own ships 
going to Canada, with his wife's jewels! 
I'll be very surprised if they're coming 
back without a court order." 

Bamabas paused a long time before replying. "Yes, so 
will 1." 

Jeremiah heard a richly quiet satisfaction in the other's 
voice and wondered at it, but Bamabas was always a difficult 
person, prone to knowing things people didn’t think he knew. 
It was no good to press him if he didn't want to talk. 

Bamabas offered his tankard up and Jeremiah took a long 
drink. "Didn't you used to drink it hard?" he wondered, 
referring to the cider. 

Bamabas made a noncommittal sound. Being a role 
model was not only stressful, it demanded sacrifices. 

Jeremiah made sure Sarah was out of hearing range, and 
lowered his voice. "You know how we were talking about 
his debts?" 

"I'm not likely to forget our conversation about Dr. 
Davids." 

"Well, it turned out he was in them very deeply. He was 
giving Pettibone peimyroyal in his tea. No doubt he hoped 
to use his wife's inheritance when the poor old man died. 
But I can't understand why he bolted like that. There's no 
surer way to be discovered than to act guilty." 

"Perhaps he thought he was already discovered," 
Bamabas offered in that same mild tone. "A suspicious 
glance...Unplanned problems...A warning message..." 

"Perhaps," Jeremiah shrugged. "Leave it to a rabbit to run 
from a shadow." He struck a pose. '"Only those without sin 
have nothing to fear!"' 

Bamabas stopped rocking his chair. "I thought you swore 
not to attend any more of Trasks's sermons when you go to 
Boston." 

"Sermons. They are at that," Jeremiah chuffed. "But the 
lady listCTS to no one else. But I have to admit, 
occasionally the man does strike a point." 

"As long as he's quoting someone besides himself." 
Bamabas took his mug back and drained the last of the foam. 
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mJIueiitm toasts am imseem shadow his fate 
Proteam stonms lash outside the estate* 

A Maime sumset bums imto the brush 
Widow’s Hill at mightj feel the dark rush. 

ll^lacabre begimmirngst stoical tome 
Rips the soul fast amd then tears to the borne. 

Barnabas^ oh, BamabasJ O, what to do 
You find a werewolf’s loose amd you are, too. 


iilf 

jyimeffable glimpses through time touch the soul 
Sharing lost pictures begin to take a toll. 

And thus Quentin discovers the way to see 
When he finds that the unseen shadow is he. 



Author's note: "Sceadu" is the Anglo-Saxon word from which "shadow" Is derived 
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ss shouldn't, if I were 
you," a voice rumbled quietly 
behind her. Julia Hoffman 
turned and saw the man 
wiping his pince nez with a 
handkerchief. "Rather a poor 
specimen." 

They were standing in a 
comer of the antique shop, the 
hodgepodge of fifty recent 
years strewn on tlie shelves 
between them. 

She turned the glass vase over, looking swiftly for the flaw she'd 
overlooked. "I thought it was pretty." 

"Flawed," he said, shortly. "See the bubbles along the rim?" 

She examined the colored glass again, then looked up in surprise. 
"Yes -- 1 do. But how did you...?" 

Shrugging, the man said, "I'm a regular here. I've looked at that 
piece before." 

"And you decided against it?" 

He smiled. "Even old junk is still junk." Nodding his head in a 
gesture of farewell, he turned toward the door. 

Julia replaced the vase on the shelf. 

Having exhaustively studied the shop's contents without finding 
a single item she wanted to buy, Julia stepped back out into the cold 
bite of the autumn afternoon. She stood pulling on her gloves and 
wondering where she'd parked when she became suddenly, 
uncomfortably aware of eyes on her. The man from the antique shop 
was standing outside, ostensibly looking at another window, but she 
could see him watching her reflection in the plate glass window. 

He saw that she was aware of his gaze and gave what was 
becoming a trademark shrug. "Tm sorry. I was staring. But you seem 
terribly familiar to me. Have we met before?" 

She shook her head. "I don't think so." 

"Oh. Well, in that case, let us meet now. I'm Professor Timothy 
Elliot Stokes, regular apparition of these parts." 

She nodded politely, wondering how to beat a hasty retreat to her 
car. 

"And you are . ?" he persisted. 

"Doctor Julia Hoffman." 

He laughed. "Well done! Isn't life richer with these amusing little 
titles? They define us, they refine us, they make us seem so much 
more than we are. Tell me, doctor — is your title honorary or 
functional?" 

She was somewhat taken aback. "I could ask you the same 
question." 

"Touche! But no wonder I'm exhausting your patience, keeping 
you standing out here in the cold. May I buy you a cup of coffee as 
penance?" 


Before she could catch herself, force of habit made her consult 
her watch. 

"You have an appointment?" he asked, looking rather owlish. 

"No," she said, remembering that it was Saturday afternoon, a 
rare free Saturday afternoon. "As a matter of fact — coffee sounds 
good. Is there some place close?" 

e stirred cream into his coffee^ watching it cloud and transform 
the color of the brew. "And, so, Dr. Hoffman, how did you come to 
be in our tiny village for the day? If I recall correctly, Wyndcliffe 
is even more isolated than we are here -- \Nhy wouldn't you spend 
your day off in the city, where there are more interesting 
diversions?" 

She sipped her coffee, "I just felt like a drive down the coast, 
I suppose. Besides, I get to Ellsworth and Portland pretty regularly 
on cases." 

"But what caused you to take this turn-off," Stokes mused. 
"We’re fairly off the beaten path. Not even a decent antique shop," 
he added with a sour look. 

She smiled agreement. "It looked like a quaint little town. In 
fact, it reminds me of someplace I've been before... except that I 
can't place it," 

"Ha! 'Quaint.' That's the first time I can recall hearing that 
impression!" Stokes waved to get the attention of the diner's 
waitress. "Quaint, indeed. This place has been dying for years -- 
and now that the caimery's shutting down, I'm afraid Collinsport's 
days are finally numbered." 

The waitress arrived with a pot of coffee and he allowed his 
cup to be refilled. 

Julia waved off a refill. "No, thanks, Ma—" she began. 

Frowning, Stokes said, "You're sure you've never been here 
before? I thought for a moment that you might know Maggie." 

Julia felt puzzled herself. "I must have heard someone else call 
her by name since we've been here." 

He decided not to pursue it. "As I was saying, this is pretty 
much a one-industry town, and with that gone I imagine we will 
see the old place shrivel and die. A shame." 

"Collinsport is that old?" 

He grunted in the affirmative. "A bit over two hundred years. 
Founded by 

"Let me guess: the Collinses," she offered in good humor. 

"Isaac Collins, to be precise. Got his start in the lumber industiy 
of the New World, but eventually moved into shipbuilding. 
Established a significant dynasty in that area, too. The 
shipbuilding lasted until the turn of the century, and was gradually 
supplanted by other interests." 

"Tlie cannery?" 



^ T4 





"Exactly." 

"Are any of the namesakes still around?" 

He leaned back in the booth. "No. And if you want to know if they 
were a wastrel family who came to a deserved bad end — again, no. 

I knew Roger Collins and his sister Elizabeth McGuire fairly well." 

"They came to a tragic end, then?" 

"Certainly that. Roger, Elizabeth, and her grown daughter 
Carolyn, all dead. David, Roger's young son, died earlier. The 
family estate is a deserted palace now -- another shame, since it's a 
marvelous place to visit. Xanadu, in a stuffy, Yankee kind of way. 
An antique shop unto itself, with grand old architecture and enough 
family portraits to populate a wing in any museum." 

"Sounds intriguing." 

"It is. Or, rather, it was. I imagine there will be an estate sale to 
swallow all that history and lovely junk." 

"But surely there are other relatives..." 

He sighed. "None have come to light, and tiie estate lawyer, a 
man named Peterson, made a fair effort to locate someone." He 
shook his head. "No, I'm afraid Collinwood will be dismantled and 
carried off by treasure hunters very soon." He regarded her 
thoughtfully. "Tell me, Doctor, are you a treasure hunter?" 

She laughed lightly and pushed the empty cup and saucer away. "I 
don't think so. When I read Treasure island as a child, I was more 
intrigued with the clues and the adventure than the treasure." 

"So you like puzzles?" 

"Well, solving mysteries is sort of in my line of work." 

"And that is--?" 

She stared at him, suddenly conscious of the inquisition. "I told 
you. I’m a doctor. Psychiatrist, although I have some experience in 
the more practical applications." 

"Now, now — I don't mean to pry, so don't be iq3set with me," he 
soothed. "It’s just that — well, you seem so familiar to me. I’m trying 
to figure out why." 

"Is it important?" 

"By God, you are a psychiatrist, aren't you? That Socratic 
ratiocination is typical of the breed." 

"Are you always so abrasive?" she asked, with some exasperation. 

His eyes shone. "Always. And I always mean well, and I'm 
always forgiven by my friends." He smiled disarmingly. "More 
coffee? No? Well, I guess I've intruded on your afternoon long 
enough." He stood and helped her on with her coat. "I enjoyed our 
little talk. Doctor, though I'm afraid I did most of the talking." 

She managed a smile in return. "I enjoyed it, too — especially the 
history of the town and its founders." 

"Perhaps, sometime when you're back this way, we could tour the 
old estate. I think I could convince Mr. Peterson to lend me the key." 

"I’d like that," she returned with evident sincerity. "I'd like that 
very much." 

"Well, I shall hope you stop by again soon. Doctor. Goodbye," 
he said, with a slight bow. 

She raised a hand in farewell, then turned and walked through the 
failing light to her car. 

3lulia decided the professor took great pleasure in his bombastic 
manner. It was three weeks later and they were finishing a tour of 
a dusty mansion, Stokes alternately extolling and dismissing the 
furnishings, ancient bric-a-brac, and style of the former Collins 
estate. He knew a lot of arcane family history and seemed to derive 
enormous satisfaction in passing that on, while they stood under one 
dark, flat portrait after another. 


''As 1 was saying, the study 
was damaged in a fire a few 
months ago. Vagrants, probably. 

We can go look if you want, btit 
I doubt there’s much of interest 
to see," he concluded. 

"What about this?" She moved 
to the portrait across the foyer. 

Stokes looked surprised. 

"Hmm. That's a rather obscure 
relative of the family — one 
about whom I know very little." 

Julia gave a small smile of triumph. "I didn't think that was 
possible," she murmured. 

Stokes didn't appear to hear her. He leaned over the picture's 
frame and rubbed the plate. "Barnabas Collins, 1794," he read. 
"Not a very lively character, I imagine, or he would have figured 
more prominently in the family histories. Probably died yotmg." 

She continued looking at the portrait. Not very well done-- that 
same flat style that made all the subjects look like cut-outs. And 
yet... There was something different in this tendering. She studied 
the man in the picture: Aristocratic, insufferably proud, a noble 
face. But the eyes seemed dark, haunting, fathomless - and 
vaguely familiar. 

She shivered involuntarily, and hoped her companion wouldn't 
notice. 

"Crow walking on your grave, Doctor?" He had noticed. 

"Just the feeling that I recognize this man... His eyes anyway," 
she said. "What did you say his name was?" 

^ou don't seem to be enjoying your meal," Stokes frowned at 
her. 

Julia smiled wanly. "Not that hungry, I suppose." 

"Good. I'd hate to hear it was your professional comment on the 
sanitation of this establishment." Stokes resumed eating with 
gusto. "More wine?" 

"Thank you. I'm still thinking about that portrait at the old 
Collins house. I keep imagining that I've seen it before.” 

"Deja vu," he nodded, reaching for his own glass. "The same 
feeling I had when I saw you m the antique shop. Just the 
persistent feeling that we were abeady acquainted." 

"That would be premonition, not deja vu, wouldn't it?" 

"Perhaps,” he allowed thoughtfully. 

"What do you teach?" 

He laughed. "Nothing at the moment. I used to teach at 
Chadwick, a private college about a hundred miles north of here. 
Then, dam the luck, my ambitious young accountant rang me up 
one day to tell me that a foolhardy investment from my youth 
would allow me to retire early. Comfortably," he added, with 
significance. "Now, I only teach myself." 

"Oh. And what is your field of study?" 

He waggled a hand. "Various. I'm interested in art, the occult, 
old books, antiques..." 

Julia interrupted. "The occult? You mean, seances and voices 
from the grave, that kind of thing?" 

He looked suddenly sheepish. "It must sound peculiar. But I 
assure you I'm only a student, that I neither practice nor believe... 
too much. You, of course, being a woman of science, are a 
non-believer?" 

"Spiritualism isn't something I know much about.” 





"It's fascinating." 
"It's fantasy," she 
dismissed. 

He said, oddly 
serious, "There are 
means of divination." 

"What does that 
mean?" 

"For example, that 
portrait you were so 
taken with today. 
There are ways of 
finding out more 
about that man." 

A tone of derision 
began to creep into Julia's voice. "Let the spirits tell us?" 

"In a manner of speaking." He noticed her frown. "Is this 
conversation disturbing you?" 

She snapped closed her compact, satisfied her lipstick did not 
need repair. "Not particularly. It's just very foreign to my way of 
thinking. I probably ought to be going anyway. The rain appears to 
be letting up, and I do have a long drive." 

"1 feel as though I've said something wrong." 

"Not at all. It's been a lovely day, and I thank you for the tonr and 
for dinner." She reached in her purse for a pen and scribbled 
something on a card. "My number," she smiled, handing the card to 
him. "In case you find out anything about the ghost of that picture." 

§tokes sat in the comfortable clutter of his study, listening to 
Beethoven's Sixth and wondering about this Julia Hoffman. 
Attractive, intelligent, certainly available — he winced at the gaffe, 
then decided that since it was apparently true, and made in the 
privacy of his own thoughts, he would let the assessment stand. 

He shook his head sadly and drank some of the sherry. It didn't 
seem as though he would get the opportunity to know her better. 
Her abrupt departure worried him. Had he offended her with his talk 
of the supernatural? He couldn't recollect any ill-chosen phrase. 

Setting down the sherry, he picked up her card. Dr. Julia 
Hoffman, Wyndcliffe Sanitarium. Why was that name, that face so 
familiar? He'd never been to Wyndcliffe, knew it only by reputation. 
He couldn't recall the last time he'd seen a doctor in anything but a 
social setting. He shook his head, still not understanding. 

He had a way to contact her if he should recall the connection — 
a phone munber in a doctor's careless scrawl on the back of the 
card. But that thought was little comfort; now there was no tour of 
a forgotten mansion to offer as pretext. He fervently wished he 
could remember how and when he'd met her before. 

He flung the card back on the table. 

"Oh, bother," he exclaimed under his breath as the phonograph 
record finished its play. He flipped the record and started the needle 
on the next movement of the piece. On his way back to his chair, 
he spied a book, open on his desk. The Book of Changes. 

The Book of Changes! Of course! The 1 Ching was the key! 
Stokes himself was not a medium, and it would take one to contact 
the spbit world and ask the question that led back to Julia Hoffman; 
lacking a physical medium, he could try himself, using the 
prescience of the 1 Ching hexagram. He snatched the book. 

Later, he cleared the table of correspondence and unread 
periodicals and brought out the wands, flat pieces of wood, 
enameled black with horizontal white lines. He arranged the wands 
and closed his eyes. 


In visualizing the pattern of trigrams, he frowned. The pattern 
seemed inverted, bottom and top reversed. That changed it from 
the symbol for water, or triumph, to that of fire, or calamity. 

Still, in his mind, he walked forward. Took hold of the door 
with the symbol on it. Opened it. Nothing but mist, gray against 
the background of black. But — wait. A flat chiseled piece of 
stone. It had an inscription. 

He blinked open his eyes with a sudden intake of air. Back 
now. He moved his hand over the wands, disturbing the hexagram, 
and he leaned back weakly in the chair. Did it mean anything? 
Could it possibly be connected to the man m the portrait? 

"William Loomis. Died 1934," 

Stokes went directly to the brandy bottle. 

53 r. Hoffman?" 

"Yes?" 

"Elliot Stokes. In Collinsport. Er — I wanted to make sure I 
hadn't offended you in some way the other night." 

There was a pause on the other end of the phone and finally an 
embarrassed laugh. "No, not at all. I'm sorry if I created that 
perception. Professor." 

"Elliot, please. Then nothing was amiss?" 

"Nothing beyond the fact that I'd forgotten the time and I loathe 
driving in the rain at night. Your concern is charming," she added, 
amused. 

"My charm is non-existent," he replied. "I called because I was 
worried — and because you asked me to." 

"1 did?" 

"You said to call if I found out anything about the man in the 
portrait..." 

She laughed umeservedly, "And you have? That's wonderfully 
efficient of you!" 

"Does the name William Loomis mean anything to you?" 

There was a pause while she searched her memory. "No - can't 
say it does. Why?" 

"A ~ hunch, let's say." He was oddly reluctant to disclose the 
way he'd arrived at the clue, if it was that. "Something suggests 
that William Loomis is associated with your portrait." 

"You plan to contact him for more information?" 

"Not exactly... He died in 1934." 

An awkward pause followed. 

Stokes cleared his throat. "Now, Doctor. You told me a few 
weeks ago that you liked solving mysteries. Doesn’t this appear to 
be such an adventure? It cries out for solution." 

Another pause. 

"What did you have in mind?" 

"A way to look into the past. But I need your help." 

He could hear her sigh over the phone, "Okay," she agreed, 
finally, witliout enthusiasm. "It might be interesting." 

"Trust me," he assured her. 

Stokes arranged the wands in the 
hexagram. Dubious but silent, Julia sat 
across the table from him, hands clasped in 
her lap. 

"I'm going to concentrate on this image. 

It should permit communication withthepast. ” 







"Tliat's how you foiuid the name of that Loomis character," she 
observed. "Self hypnosis." 

Stokes wore a pained expression. "Something more ancient and 
powerful than that. Doctor." 

She shrugged. 

He returned his attention to the wands, etching the pattern in his 
mind before closing his eyes. The horizontal lines grew brighter in 
his mind's eye, their brilliance finally overtaking doubt, anxiety, 
fear. He felt suddenly calm as he reached for the image. 

horn bleated nervously. 

Stokes opened his eyes and blinked in the surprising daylight. The 
automobile was blaring at him; he stood in the center of the road. 

He backed quickly on to the sidewalk, aware of many eyes upon 
him. TTie driver of the old car motored by. moving his lips in obvious 
swear words. Stokes looked around. It was vaguely familiar, and yet 
it wasn’t. Some of the buildings were on the verge of being 
recognizable -- but the composite landscape was foreign. 

"Professor Stokes?" The voice, a ventable gasp, made him turn. 
A sandy haired man in a peacoat regarded him with astonishment. 
"It is you, isn't it. Professor?" 

Stokes knit his brows together. "Who?. 

"Doncha remember me? Willie Loomis?" 

"Loomis," Stokes repeated. Again that name. 

Two men standing on the street virtually shouting at each other 
were beginning to attract attention and Willie sensed it first. He 
grabbed Stokes’ elbow and dragged him down a sidestreet. "C'mon. 
We gotta talk." 

Stokes wasn't adverse to talking but he resented this young man's 
rough handling. "You may unhand me now," he thundered. "I will 
follow you." 

Willie dropped his hold on the professor. "Okay, then. But let's 
go some place where we won't make such a scene." 

"Where would that be?" 

Rounding the comer at the other end of the street, Willie jabbed 
a finger at the diner. "There." 

Inside, in a booth in the back. Stokes had time at last to catch his 
breath and thoughts. "Where am I -- and who are you?" He glared 
at the man seated across from him. 

"You're in Coilinsport." 

"Nonsense!" 

"Hold on — I can prove it to you." Willie ducked outside and came 
back with a newspaper. "It's Wednesday, so it's hot off the presses." 

Sure enough, it was the COLLINSPORT STAR. Stokes folded it 
and made as if to hand it back when the date caught his eye. 

November 3. 1933. 

"Is this a joke?" he asked, pointing at the date. 

Willie grinned. "Nope. You made it back here, same as me. I 
guess you came looking for me, huh?" 

"I don't even know you," Stokes replied coldly. "And you haven't 
answered my second question, which had to do with your identity." 

Willie's mouth dropped open. "You puttin' me on? Come on— you 
know old Willie..." At the other's stony silence, he swallowed 
nervously. "But you came back for me. Did Barnabas send you?" 

"The only Barnabas I've ever heard of is some Collins who died in 
the eighteenth century, so be assuredly did not send me." Stokes 
weighed confiding anything more. This Loomis was definitely con¬ 
nected to the portrait in the Collins mansion — but Stokes was uncom¬ 
fortable at the eagerness with which the other man had seized him. 



"Lemrae get this right," Willie began slowly, clenching his fist 
on the table. "You came back to this time but you never heard of 
me or Barnabas. You didn't come back for me. And I betcha never 
heard of Roger Collins or Julia Hoffman or..." 

Stokes’ eyebrow went up at the mention of Julia's name. Despite 
her protests, she was involved, somehow. "Loomis, if that is your 
name -- why are you so convinced that I 'came back’ for you?" 

"You're from the future, aren't you?" Willie's voice dropped to 
a conspiratorial whisper. 

After a long pause, Stokes finally nodded. 

"Then you must know me! Don’t you see. Professor? I'm from 
1971! Hell, I won't even be bom for another ten years! Barnabas 
sent me over to Collinwood for something. While I was looking 
through a trunk I found this." From his pocket he extracted a gold 
watch. "I just set the time on it and wound it up — and all of a 
sudden I was walking around here." 

Stokes eyed the watch. Ordinary looking pocket watch. 
Nothing remarkable in its appearance. He sniffed and returned his 
gaze to a desperate Willie. "How do you know Julia Hoffman?" 

"She's Barnabas' friend. A doctor. She knows me, just like you 
should know me.” Willie’s lower lip jutted out in an accusatory 
expression. 

"There's that name 'Barnabas' again. You talk about him as if he 
lived and breathed in 1971." 

"But he did — does! You know him. Professor. You used to 
come see him at the Old House, you and Dr. Hoffman." 

"I only met Julia Hoffman a few weeks ago," Stokes corrected, 
"and I certainly don't know the place you refer to as 'an old house.'" 

Willie shook his head. "Not 'an old house' - the Old House. 
You know. Barnabas' house. Near Collinwood." 

"There is no other house on the estate. Collinwood is all there 
is, except for an old caretaker's shack." Stokes sighed with the 
memory. "And even Collinwood won’t be there much longer, not 
as I knew it, anyway." 

"Why're you sayin’ that?" Willie’s voice was tinged with alarm. 

"It's true," Stokes said, annoyed with himself for letting the 
conversation get sidetracked. "There are no Collinses left to hold 
the estate. Are you all right, man? Here, have some water. You 
look pale as a ghost!" 

S'tokes examined the articles on the bureau with some delight 
So real. It couldn't be hallucination or imagination. He touched the 
tin of toothpowder. 

He'd allowed this Willie Loomis to take him to his room in a 
nearby boarding house, wariness at the man's agitated behavior 
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overruled by Stokes' own curiosity. Now that they were here, 
Stokes was beginning to fully assimilate his surroundings. It 
had to be real. It was too vivid to be anything else. 

Loomis was pacing in the short corridor afforded 
between a dilapidated bed and two straightback chairs. 
Stokes turned to him. 

"Calm down, man. We're going to have to exchange 
stories - complete stories, from the beginning." 

Willie looked up, his anxious expression unchanged 

"Let's start with yours, since you seem to think it predates 
mine. And," Stokes added, "it may make my own clearer " 

"Why?" Willie asked suspiciously. 

"You and 1 seem to have been fated to have this 
rendezvous. 1 came back — no, no, let's start at the 
beginning. You first." 

Willie dropped into one of the chairs, elbows on his 
knees. "1 dunno where the begirming is." 

"Start with telling me about all the people you remember." 

"Oh, that’s easy. There’s Roger and Mrs. Stoddard and 
Maggie up at Collinwood. Maggie, she takes care of David. 
And there's Carolyn, she's Mrs. Stoddard's daughter." Willie 
looked up. "I feel so stupid tellin' you about people you 
already know." 

"Go on." 

"Well, I met 'em all in... uli, '67, I guess. I came there 
with my friend Jason. But then I... uh, met Barnabas." 

"Who is Baniabas?" 

"Barnabas, well, he's... he’s a cousin of the Collins family. 
From England. Anyway, Barnabas, he gave me a job workin' 
for him at the Old House. That's the house the family lived 
in before Collinwood was built, hundreds of years ago." 
Willie looked to see if Stokes was following him, but the 
older man merely nodded. 

"1 went to work for Barnabas," Willie repeated. "That's 
what really changed my life. He was ..sick for a long time. 
That's how I come to meet Dr. Hoffman - she came to 
cure Barnabas." 

"That's odd. The Dr. Hoffman 1 know is a psychiatrist " 
Stokes leaned closer. '"^Vhat sort of illness did this Barnabas 
Collins suffer?" 

"Something in the blood, I think" Willie's tongue was so 
thick with the lie that it threatened to choke him. "I diuino 
for sure. He did get better. And that's about the same time 
we met you." 

"What was the occasion?" 

"Huh?" Following the professor’s conversation was tough 
sometimes. "Barnabas went to you to borrow something—" 
This tact was taking too long. Willie jumped up. "Look, 
you're just goin' to have to trust me that we all knew... know 
each other in 1971. I already told you about that damned 
watch." He resumed pacing. "I don't know why you don't 
remember me, or why I'm here all of a sudden. That's the 
important stuff and that's what you gotta tell me." 

"Something here is important, that is certain," Stokes 
murmured, more to himself than his companion. A parallel 
world? No, such things were in the exclusive domain of 
science fiction pulps -- and besides, the worlds wouldn't 
intersect as seemed to have happened here. He studied the 
angry man before him. There was a common thread to at) 
this, assuming Loomis was neither mad nor dishonest. 

"Talk to me!" Willie demanded. 

Stokes held up a hand. "A little patience! You say we're 
acquainted in 1971 through a man named Barnabas Collins 
But there is no such man in the world I inhabit. ” 


^ TS ^ 













Willie clutched at the air in frustration. 

"Wait." Stokes pointed. "Sit. Now — in the Collinsport of my day, 
there is no Barnabas Collins save a dusty old portrait of some 
eighteenth century blacksheep. The Collins family is extinct— David 
Collins died a year ago from a mysterious fever. Carolyn Stoddard 
murdered her stepfather, Jason McGuire--" Stokes looked up at the 
choked sound Willie made, "--and killed herself. I never saw 
Elizabeth again: she completely withdrew. She and Roger Collins 
were found dead in the summer of last year— er, 1970. The 
authorities suggested a gas leak... but it always seemed too 
convenient to me." He shook his head with the remembrances. "I 
met Julia Hoffman a few weeks ago, but it was strictly accidental." 

Or was it? 

Stokes caught himself as he remembered the meeting. They had 
met because he had thought her familiar. Deja vu. And — Julia had 
thought the portrait familiar, leading Stokes to the I Ching and, 
fmally, this conversation with a shadow of the past. And Loomis, if 
he could be believed, led back again to the future, but a different 
future, evidently, than the one Stokes knew to be real. 

He sat bolt upright. 

This was fascinating, incredible. 

And alarming. 

Willie sat holding his head in his hands. "All dead. I can’t believe 
it... No, I don't believe it," he said, raising his head and hardening 
his voice. "It's not true! Jason never married Mrs. Stoddard. You're 
makin' all this up!" 

"I assure you I am not." Pause. "Loomis, why didn't Jason 
McGuire many Elizabeth?" 

Willie swallowed, trying to think of a way to dodge the answer. But 
it didn't seem to matter anymore, did it? There wasn’t a Barnabas to 
implicate. In fact, it didn't seem to have ever happened. "Barnabas," 
Willie managed in a weak whisper. "Barnabas killed him." 

"Your Barnabas again." Stokes steepled his fmgers against his 
lips. "I think." he said, slowly, "I think I'm beginning to see a 
connection, something that united our futures at one point. Some 
action of yours precipitated the events you remember, the future you 
knew. But your return to the past, this past, prevented it from 
happening in my future. Loomis, you have changed the future." 

Willie sat dumbly. He was beginning to see what the professor 
was getting at. It scared him. 

Stokes stood and walked to the window. "Yes, you had a role m 
the future." He turned to cast a glance at Wrillie. "I suspect it had 
something to do with this Barnabas Collins. Something you didn't 
do because you weren’t there to do it - because you'd returned to 
this time and never..." Stokes cut himself off abruptly. He couldn't 
now pass the death sentence on this man, the knowledge that 
William Loomis would die in 1934. 




in the yellows and grays of autumn foliage, the Old House 


sat in premature decay — just as Willie Loomis had insisted. 

Stokes glanced briefly at the man beside him before moving 
toward the house. He kicked away some branches in front of the 
steps and tried the doorknob. It turned. "I already been inside. 
Professor. Ain't nothin' there — the place is a wreck, like it was 
before Barnabas..." Willie let the words trail off. 

Stokes entered, surveying the damage of years of neglect. "I do 
recall hearing about a building on the estate burning — I rather 
imagined it was an insignificant structure. Nothing so..." He waved 
an arm in the airiness of the drawing room, "Nothing so grand. 


What a loss." He stepped 
forward, looking at the 
splintered puckers on one 
paneled wall. "Looks like 
someone has been practicing 
knife throwing here," he 
observed. 

"You don’t remember this 
house?" 

Stokes blinked. "No, of 
course not. I told you, I've 
never been here before." He 
threw out a hand to restrain Willie. "Wait! Another round of 
cursing won't help us. I believe your story, Loomis, but you must 
believe mine, as well. I understand now that I'm witnessing these 
events for a reason — you have a vital link to the events of the 
next forty years. But," he sighed, "I’m at a loss as to how to put 
things right." 

"Take me back with you," Willie exhorted. 

"I can't! I’m only here to observe — frankly. I'm astounded that 
I’m able to interact with the past at all." He frowned. "A witness 
to a past that so drastically alters the future. Loomis, give me that 
watch." 

Willie dragged it out of his pocket, holding it by its chain. 
"Tell me again what happened," Stokes said, turning the gold 
timepiece m his hands, 

"Barnabas sent me over to the big house to look for a diary by 
some old ancestor. He likes to read stuff like that, stuff from the 
old days. I was in the cellar looking through some trunks. 1 pulled 
out a bunch of old clothes and the watch just fell into my hands." 

Stokes nodded. "And what did you do to activate it?" 

"Huh? All I did was pull out the stem and set the time. And 
then I wound it, like a reg'lar watch." 

"And next you knew you were in the past?" 

"Yeah, that's right. But I didn’t know it right away, like. 1 felt 
strange, kinda tingly. and decided I’d better go back to the Old 
House, but when I came back upstairs, Collinwood was different. 
The furniture wasn't right — little things. I got worried and came 
tearing back here." Willie kicked at broken glass on the floor. 
"And I found it like this. All broken up." 

"What did you do then?" 

"There wasn't much to do. I went to town but there wasn't 
nothin’ there for me. I finally figured out what musta happened. I 
stayed... around here for a while, but had to get a job - well, I 
gotta eat, and I didn’t know how long it would take for Barnabas 
to fmd me." 

"How long have you been here?" 

Willie ran a hand through his hair. "Three weeks? It seems like 
forever." He looked at the professor, inspecting the pocket watch. 
"Go ahead. You try it. It doesn't do anything." 

Stokes held it to his ear. "It's ticking. Have you been winding it?” 

"I ain't done nothin’ to it! I been hoping that when it ran down, 
maybe I’d just slip away, slip back to 1971. But it doesn't run 
down." 

"May I hang on to this?" 

"Take it, keep it, for all the good it will do either one of us," 
Willie returned hotly. 

Stokes slid the watch into his own pocket and watched Willie 
for a moment. "There's something I haven’t told you yet. 
Something — unpleasant." 

Willie leveled his eyes at the other man. "Yeah?" 

"Willie, is it? Willie, 1 — I wish I didn’t have to tell you this. 
No man should have to know... the date of his own death." 




Willie sagged under the weight of 
this revelation and the professor 
hastened to add, "But I think, in this 
case, knowing it may help. 
Somehow." Stokes looked around at 
the faded glory of the room. "We've 
got to get you to the proper destiny," 
"I’m gomia die," Willie whispered 
to himself, From the chair he'd 
collapsed into he craned to see 
Stokes' face, "Wlien?" 

"1934. I’m Sony" Stokes reached 
There’s still time, however, and while 
I'm here, we've got to develop a course of action. Willie — there’s 
still hope," Stokes said as gently as he could manage, 

Willie's voice was flat in response. "Yeah." 



William H. Loomis, bom in 1943, to die in 1934, lay listening to 
the deafening snores of Professor Stokes and tliinkiiig about events 
that hadn’t happened yet. Would never happen now. 

He rolled over. 

Wlrat could the professor do for him? He couldn't take him to the 
future, restore him to his rightful place. He couldn't make out 
anything about the watch or determine how to reverse weird process 
that had brought him to 1933. 

All the professor could do was sleep... and snore. 

Willie gioimd his teeth at the soiuid. 

He was stuck in the past — going to die here. And when he died, 
that sealed the fate of the Collinses so many years in the future. 
Unlike the professor, Willie knew why. 

Barnabas. 

It had to be Barnabas. 

Barnabas, who killed Jason. Wlio was responsible for Julia 
Hoffman coming to Collinwood. Who introduced Julia to Stokes. 
Wlio circumvented David’s death by dispelling Quentin's ghost. Wlio 
saved the family from Judah Zachary's revenge. 

Barnabas. 

And who was responsible for Barnabas? 

Willie. 

He groaned and sat up m bed, holding his head. He wasn't going 
to get any sleep tonight, that was obvious. Dressing quietly, so as 
not to disturb Stokes, he eased out of the room. 

Willie shielded the lantern with his body imtil he got to the 
cemeteiy, certain no one would see him now. He found the 
mausoleum and pushed his way through the creaky gate. He grabbed 
the ring and pulled, watching the false wall slide open. 

There it was, boimd in chains; dark and still. 

"Can you hear me?" Willie whispered, rimning his hands over the 
chains. "I know you're in there. Do you hear me? Are you awake — 
or is this all one long sleep for you?" 

He set the lantern on the coffin. "You’d know what to do, 
wouldn't you, if you were in my place?" He drew back, seeing the 
coffin for what it was. "But you're not in my place. You don't know 
me. Looks like you won't ever know me. I won't be there when you 
need me... I won't be the one to free you. And because I'm not, you 


won't do the things that you did. A lot of people are gonna die, 

Barnabas, because we aren't there... 

"I'm gonna die, too," he choked. "I don't think you could 
change that. Your life might be more important than mine — but 
you can't have it without me." 

Willie heard a rustle within the casket. 

"I can't," he protested, "it's the wrong time. And you'd hurt me, 
besides, ^’ou couldn’t change things now -- you might make them 
worse. Though I don't know how much worse they could be," he 
murmured. 

There was another scratching sound. 

"Be still and just lemme talk to you..." Willie sank down to the 
cold floor, the sound of his voice reverberating around the room. 
"I gotta talk to someone..." 

Stokes made a mock frown. "I didn’t know a mere observer of 
time could get so hungiy" He picked up a fork and aimed it over 
the eggs. "This is a VERY vivid experience." 

Willie stared down into his coffee. He didn't feel like eating, 
and he didn't feel like listening to the professor talk about eating, 
either. He said nothing. 

"You ought to eat something, Willie. No point in starving 
yourself" 

Willie shragged. 

"Willie, we know that the shadows of the future can be 
changed. We just have to figure out a way to do it." 

"That makes it soiuid easy," Willie said, bitterly. "You tell me 
I'm stuck here, then you tell me I'm gonna die here. You tell me 
all my friends, all the people I knew, are gone because I wasn't 
there to change things. And you expect me to figure out a way to 
prevent all this from happenin'? Professor, you’re the crazy man. 
If I knew any way to change things, I’da done it by now." 

Stokes blotted his mouth with a napkin and looked out the 
diner's window. "November fourth, 1933. We've got time." 

Willie angrily pushed his coffee away, slopping some of it over 
the side. "Yeah — you got time. You got all the time in the world. 
Me, I don't have that much." 

"I am here by design," Stokes said in a serious tone. "You are 
here by accident. It makes a difference — it must make a 
difference." 

"What are you talkin' about?" Willie asked. 

"You. By being here, you've upset the future. You've 
unbalanced things, as it were." 

"But what are we gonna do about it?" 

Stokes sighed, and buttered a slice of toast. "I'm not sure. If I 
knew where I might find such things in this day. we could try the 
reverse of what brought me here. It would only be temporaiy, 
though — I'm not sure how long I'll remain." 

"Whaddaya mean?" The other man disappearing back to the 
future was not something Willie had considered. 

"My corporeal self is still in 1971. Oh, I know 1 look rather 
solid," Stokes mused, "but my body is elsewhere. At some point, 
I'm bound to be drawn back to it." 

There was a prolonged silence while Willie digested the 
information and Stokes his breakfast. 

"Have you any unfinished business in this year?" 

"I don't imdeistand," Willie frowned. 

"I mean, can you think of any connection between you and the 
year 1933 in Collinsport? Poltergeists, for example, are drawn 
back to complete matters left luirinished in life--" 
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Willie's fist came crashing down on the table. "Dammit, I ain't no 
spirit. Professor! At least, not yet, and I’m goima do everything I can 
to not become one!" 

Qlhey went back to the Old House that afternoon, it was still empty 
of hints of another future, another time. Just a shell of its own time, 

Stokes inspected the house more thoroughly, asking questions of 
Willie not only in an attempt to learn more about the ubiquitous 
Barnabas Collins of 1971. but also in an effort to keep Willie from 
dwelling on the unpleasanter aspects of his situation... his own death. 

"Ah, Josette Collins. I’ve run across that name in the family 
history. So this is what she looked like." He scrutinized the portrait. 
"Pretty thing. Died young.” 

"Seems to be catching," Willie muttered. 

Stokes shot him an exasperated look. "There is time - you must 
believe that." 

"Well, I don't. You already said you can't do nothin' for me." 

"I said I couldn't take you back with me," Stokes reproved, 
"There is a difference. All we have to do is devise a way to get you 
to the proper spot in the continuum." 

"That's all," Willie echoed bleakly. 

Ifflillie felt oddly comforted upon his return to the secret room in 
the mausoleum. Unlike the Old House, this tomb seemed impervious 
to time, and just a little closer to where he should be. 

The eternal one was there, sleeping — now, never to awaken. 

Willie sat on the step and stared at the coffm. "You could keep 
me from dyin', couldn't you? You could... protect me? That ways, 
we'd both be around to help the others. No one would have to die..." 

He shook his head in answer to his own question. "No. It 
wouldn’t work. You'd wanna make me like you. and that's scarier 
than dyin’. You'd be like you was in the beginning, and that 
wouldn’t be a good thing. 

"I wish... I wish I could think of a way." Willie whispered. If he 
could come up with a means to ensure Barnabas was released at the 
same time in the future — the right time - then the Collinses at least 
might be saved. Even if Willie himself wouldn't survive. 

But could he hope that circumstances would repeat themselves 
exactly? 

No. It was hopeless. 

'Tm so sorry," he said to the empty room, to voices and faces 
now alive only in his memory. "I can't help..." 

"You know what it is that you're destined to do." 

Willie wheeled around to see Stokes standing in the crypt's open 
door. Stokes allowed his eyes to travel around the secret room, 
coming to rest upon the chained coffin. "You do know, don't you?" 

"You shouldn't be here," Willie stammered. 

"You shouldn’t, either," Stokes shot back with a piercing look. "But 
I suppose it's all academic now. I would like to know vdiat this place 
is ” wily it has such significance for you -- but... I shan’t ask. Secrets 
are burdens; whatever this one is, the weight of it shows in your face. 
Knowing it would only satisfy my curiosity -- nothing more. It can’t 
matter to me." The professor came closer. "I'm afraid I've failed you. 
I'm unable to think of anything that might help return you to where 
you belong." He sighed. "I came to say goodbye." 

"Goodbye?" Willie echoed. 

Stokes nodded with deliberation. "I first noticed it this morning 
at the Old House — as if my vision was failing. Things are 


becoming very... indistinct." He paused. "I wanted to tell you... 
Don't lose hope. There’s still time." 

Stokes pulled the gold pocket watch from his pocket and held 
it by its chain, looking at it and then to the younger man. "Time 
is hope. Don’t lose either, Willie Loomis." 

Still struck dumb from the interriqjtion, Willie made as if to 
protest this farewell. But the professor was already fading into the 
shadows of the tomb. Only the watch, suspended by its chain, 
twisting slowly, remained... and then it was falling, as the hand 
that had held its chain dissolved. 

Willie reached, then leapt forward, to save the watch — 

— to save time — 

-- and he himself was falling, his hand just missing the watch. 
He heard the muffled tinkle of the watch’s collision with the stone 
floor a fraction of a second before the floor shuddered around him 
as well. 



A hand was pulling him to his feet. He looked up. 

"You're going to have to pay more attention to where you’re 
going, Willie." Stokes released him, but his smile faded as he 
surveyed the wreckage on the floor. "That's the end of that 
vintage, Barnabas," he noted glumly. 

"You'll survive, Elliot," Julia smiled from across the room. With 
a glance at Willie, she asked, "You're okay?" 

Willie stared, first at Julia, then at Stokes, for such a prolonged 
period that the latter fmally shifted uncomfortably. 

"Better get a sponge or a rag or something,” Stokes admonished. 
"That sherry is likely to bum its way through the rug.” 

He was back! 

Momentarily, he wondered how — then dismissed it as 
something to be studied at another time. He was back! There was 
Dr. Hoffman, and Professor Stokes — and they recognized him! 

Willie dashed to the secretary, throwing papers to the side until 
he uncovered a calendar. It was open to November, 1971. He 
closed his eyes in silent appreciation for whatever accident or 
action had prompted his return. 

When he opened his eyes, Julia and Stokes were exchanging a 
puzzled glance. 

"Are you sure you’re feeling all right, Willie?" Julia asked 
again, with more concern m her voice. 

"He’s fme," a voice answered. "Aren't you, Willie?" 

Willie turned slowly at the rich baritone. "Barnabas'’ You’re here? 
We're both here — in time, at the right time?” He made as if to say 
something more, then suddenly remembered something. "I gotta go 
to Collinwood. I gotta see if..." He bolted from the room. 

Julia laughed nervously. "I wonder what that was all about?" 

Stokes looked at Barnabas. 

"You know him better than I. Is 
he always this... skittish?" 

The other man’s reverie faded. 

"Sorry. I... wasn't listening." He 
stepped from the shadows and 
rested his hand on the mantle. "I 
was...thinking about a conversa¬ 
tion Willie and I once had." 

Till- Eiii-I 



SI 





SHPtess iiupus 



By SiCCen ^inclijey 



^is a pity, tis a shame 
^oo bad Suentln is youk name 
ffoSr vexing you is 

haunting thought 
o^ siSvek bought 
in Chkist s name to bu6€ets 
pounded 
jjokcing you to jj€ee heke 
hounded 

"^y maddened ckowd puksuing 
lightening you 

cow king now at windy cStjf^ s edge 
hanging stkaight down 
no 
hope 
no 

Sedge 


o. what sad sight! 

hapSess pSight 
this 

youk j}inaS flight 

neath ^uSS moon 

now so veky ked and bkight! 

:/lSas! Ij} onSy 

you weke '^aknabas the vampLke 
and so being, couSd ^See 

viSSageks ^ieky 
ike 


spkeading aSo^t those magnificent wings 

and taking ^Sight 
easiSy escape into the 

dakk shadows 
o^ the night! 



HU 








A 1990’s (ORIGESfAL SERIES) DARK SHADOWS SERIAL 


by Sharon Wisdom 


THE STORY SO FAR: Years have passed on the Collins estate and a new generation has grown to adulthood: Barnabas and Julia's son and 
daughter, Ben and Sarah. Although the recent years have been peaceful, with Sarah marrying happily and leaving home, darkness still lingers 
to make its presence felt. 

In days gone by, Ben suffered the vampiric curse once suffered by his father and though he recovered with his mother's help, he still bears the 
mark of the suffering he once knew on his spirit. Though It matured him, he did not dwell upon it and returned to life with a renewed enjoyment. 
Traveling abroad, he met a young woman in Paris and fell deeply in love. However, it ended badly, the relationship strained by her unstinting 
devotion to her brother, which Ben did not understand. Soon, he met another woman. Kimberly, and they made plans to marry. 

But the darkness has touched more lives than his own. Amy Jennings has also borne children and her son, named Chris after her beloved 
brother, also suffered her brother's curse. Her daughter, Adrielle, has known much pain as well. Bearing the mixed blessing of strong psi ability, 
it brought her much difficulty in a brush with a enigmatic, threatening Institute of which she does not like to remember. Rescued by Chris, she 
is devoted to her brother, and finds she can ease the terror of the beast with her gift. Always, she lives with the pain of those terrible days at the 
mysterious Institute. 

The siblings depend greatly on one another as both their parents and their uncle died tragic deaths. The tragedy binds them together, the need 
for secrecy destroying Adrielle's relationship with a man she loves deeply. Ultimately, their need brings them to the Old House in a search for 
a cure for the werewo/f curse. 

Taken by Adrielle's patience and courage, Julia agrees to help them and it appears they may finally have hope of freedom from the curse that 
has come to rule both their lives. It is then that Ben Collins arrives home, and Adrielle discovers that her secret hope that she can someday be 
free to reconcile with her love is a vain one. 

Ben is the man she fell in love with in Paris, and she had no idea that Barnabas and Julia were his parents. Now, he seems lost to her forever 
as he has come home to prepare for the arrival of Kimberly, his bride to be. It seems the wedge that was driven between them, which she does 
not fully understand and can not explore at the risk of exposing her brother, will separate them forever. 

Julia, who suspects her son is still in love with Adrielle, is deeply troubled. She saw her son's expression when he first saw the young woman. 
More, she had seen the reservation that had come into Adrielle's eyes, when she had learned the betrothed son Julia had spoken of was Ben. 
She had known that pain too intimately for too long not to know it in another's eyes. 

A heavy snowstorm closes the roads and forces Chris and his sister to sfay overnight at the Old House. That night, Adrielle dreams of standing 
beneath a street lamp in Paris with Ben. The dream replays all the love and desire they had shared, though it ends in terror, with her hearing 
the desolate, dangerous howl of the werewolf that has been set free because of her distraction. Sheawakes, sobbing, and the next morning, there 
is the sound of an unseen female spirit, weeping as well. She has spent the night in Josette's room. 

Ben leaves early to avoid Adrielle. Julia plans to spend the morning doing errands to prepare for the fast approaching wedding. But, she also 
plans to visit Ben Stokes whom, she suspects, had intimate contact with the wer curse through the mysterious woman he has taken as his wife. 
She speculates he may have a moon poppy to end Chris' curse. 

Adrielle and her brother leave just before Julia. As they reach the end of the Collinwood estate, a stranded car and two motorists seem to need 
assistance. Chris gets out to help despite Adrielle's misgivings, which turn out to be well founded. The men render Chris unconscious and drug 
Adrielle to force her into their car. 

It is the director of the Institute, come in force to reclaim her... 

CHAPTER THREE 


iSarely an hour later, Julia drove past the trampled spot 
beyond the Collinwood gate without a glance at it. Thoughts of 
what she would say to Eliot preoccupied her, though the unsolved 
presence of the ribbon tugged at her as well. She considered 
going to the florist’s first, but found herself heading toward 
Seaview Road instead. 

Pulling to a stop before Eliot's modestly expansive house, Julia 
remained quiet for a moment, still planning what she would say. 
Drawing a deep breath, she cast a glance at the bag containing the 
ribbon. Later, she promised silently . 1 will do it...but I'll just do 
it later. 

Getting from her car and walking briskly up the walk, she was 
met by the youngest of the professor’s daughters, Emily. The pre¬ 


teen girl appeared from about the comer of the house. "Hi, Dr. 
Julia," she called, waving a red-mittened hand. The girl's thick 
black hair, so like her mother’s, was tousled by the wind, framing 
rosy, high boned cheeks. 

"Good morning, Emily," Julia returned. Based on the evidence 
of the sled pulled behind her, she hazarded a guess. "Are you 
headed to Barstow's hill?" 

"Going back," was the response. The girl's green eyes danced 
with merriment. "My mom made me come home before. Said it 
was too cold. But I’m warm now, and I'm going back." 

"I see," Julia answered with a smile. 

"Want to see my dad?" Emily asked, dropping her sled’s rope. 
"Come on in." Bounding forward, she leapt up the front stairs, 
opening the door and calling, "Mom! Dad! Dr. Julia's here!" 



Then, obviously considering her duty completed, she ducked back 
out the door as Hiot appeared in the doorway that led from the 
kitchen. The room smelled wonderfully of hot chocolate and 
oatmeal cookies and the professor held a steaming mug in his hand. 
His clothing was casual and his cheeks and nose were red as if from 
the cold as he greeted her warmly. "Julia, it's good to see you." 

"Eliot," she teased. "Don't tell me you were out playing in the 
snow." 

"Exercise stimulates the intellect," he replied in a professor's 
tone belayed by the twinkle in his eye, 

His wife, Crysta, appeared behind him. "Good morning, Julia. 
Come in. Would you like some cocoa or tea?" 

The woman, some fifteen years younger than her husband, was 
dressed in a scarlet sweater over slim dark leggings that accented 
her tall, slender figure and her coloring perfectly. 

"No, thank you," Julia returned. "I just dropped by to discuss 
something witli Eliot. I hope Tm not intruding." 

Crysta took a breath to answer when a cry came from the 
kitchen behind her. "Mom! Elizabeth's blowing on my papers!" 

"I am not!" was the accompanying protest. "I'm blowing on my 
chocolate and it went over there. She's pigging the table!" 

"Girls," Eliot began, taking a step toward the fray, but his wife 
shook her head, smiling. 

"Maybe the two of you should visit in the study," she 
suggested. "I'll take care of this," She took a step back toward 
the kitchen. "And then I'll chase down Em. She thinks I don't 
know that she left witliout her hat." 

Laughing, Julia felt some of her tension abate as the scene 
reminded her of by-gone days in her own household. "So that's 
why she was in and out of here so fast." 

Nodding, Crysta's brilliantly green eyes crinkled a bit at the 
comers with her smile and Julia was reminded of Emily's own 
good humor. From the kitchen, the sounds of further argument 
could be heard and the woman shook her head. "Excuse me," she 
said. "Ifs good to see you, Julia." 

With an understanding smile, she turned. "Now girls," they 
heard her say as she pushed open the door. "I think..." The door 
swinging closed cut off the rest of her words, leaving Eliot and 
Julia to exchange amused glances. 

The professor smiled. "Let's go into my study. We can talk 
there undisturbed." 

Nodding, Julia left the scene of domestic wannth and followed 
him to his book lined study. Although the rest of his house had 
changed to accommodate itself to a family, this room was still 
distinctly the professor's. 

Done in polished wood and rich tones of burgundy, and deep 
blue, it was quiet and well-ordered, Eliot gestiued graciously at 
a wing chair near his antique desk. "Tell me, Julia," he said, 
"what can I do for you?" 

Positioning a coaster on his desk, which was empty except for 
a leather bound blotter, he put his mug down and sat in his chair. 
Julia, however, did not sit down. Instead, she walked about the 
neatly sectioned and alphabetized libraiy until she stopped before 
his extensive collection of books on lycanthropy. 

"What is it, Julia?" asked Eliot. He was watching her closely 
with that knowing gaze tliat had sometimes irritated her so when 
she had been trying to shield Barnabas from his discerning mind. 
It was a part of his personality that she had consideied when 
plannmg how to approach him. 

"Tell me, Eliot," she said, gaze traveling over the collected 
books. "Other than the moon poppy, have you found anything 
that offers hope of a cuie for lycanthropy?" 


"A cure for lycanthropy?" his voice was a bit sharp, obviously 
startled. "Why would you ask such a thing?" 

Slowly, Julia turned, meeting his dark eyes squarely. "Because 
I need the information and I believe that you have it." 

Eliot, who was a brilliant researcher, but a very poor liar, 
cleared his throat. "Well, I...have looked into the problem." He 
clarified his words, "I did look into it years ago. But..." he toyed 
with his cup, obviously uncomfortable. "I can get you my notes," 

His eyes met hers. "Of course," he added hastily, "it will take 
several hours for me to assemble them in a manner for you to see." 

Julia mentally translated "assemble" to "censor" but did not 
comment. She had expected the reaction and prepared for it. "1 
don’t need notes," she replied quietly, moving to stand before his 
desk. Gently, she covered his hand on the cup with hers, stilling 
its fidgeting. 

When he looked up at her in surprise, she continued simply. 
"What I need is a moon poppy." 

"A moon poppy!" Eliot repeated in surprise. He withdrew his 
hand from her touch, rising to his feet. Glancing away from her, 
he turned to gaze out the bay window behind the desk. 

"That is a rare plant," he said at last, his back to her. "Some 
would say it no longer exists in this world-others would say it 
never did. Why would you expect me to possess one?" 

Resting her hands on the desk, she regarded his tense shoulders. 
"Because, Eliot" she answered gently, "you have three daughters." 

Wincing almost imperceptibly, he did not turn at once. When 
he did, Julia straightened, lifting one hand for silence. "Please, 
old friend, ask me no questions, and I will not be forced to 
explain what logic led me to you." 

"Blackmail, Julia?" he asked evenly, tliough his eyes held a hint 
of anger. 

"No," she protested with a shake of her head. "You know me 
better than that. It's just," she shrugged in frustration. "I can't answer 
your questions and ifs best for all of us if 1 don’t ask mine." 

At the understanding coming into his eyes, she drew a deep 
breath and continued. "You overlooked some rather glaring facts 
for my sake once," she said. "How could 1 do less for you?" Her 
eyes did not leave his. "I would not have come if it were not 
important." 

Regarding her for a long moment across the desk that separated 
them, Eliot said nothing. Then, slowly, he bent to pull out a side 
drawer and pick up a small ring of keys tucked away in an 
nondescript box. Enfolding them in his hand, he looked up to 
meet her eyes. "Lef s go down to the cellar, Julia," he said quietly. 
"And well see what we can do." 


—- 


attracted Ben witli an undeniable intensity since it 


had been denied to him for those terrible, dark months that he did 
not like to recall. It was the reason he had renovated his fatlier's 
old office at the shipyard to include a wall of windows that looked 
out over the sea. 

It was before those windows he stood now, hands clasped 
behind his back as he brooded. For once, the brilliant play of sun 
in the double reflectors of ocean and snow did little to ease the 
darkness of his mood. 

Seeing Adrielle again had wakened old pain that he had thought 
long since buried—though it could never be forgotten. It seemed 
he would never, ever, be able to stop loving her...though he had 



told her he had...and still she continued the old deception in a way 
that bafTled and wounded him as it had done in Europe. 

She had brought this man named Chris to his parent's home, 
and represented him to them as her brother. Her brother . The 
thought squeezed the knot of pam tighter m his chest. How could 
he be just her sibling when they were locked together in this tight 
bond of oneness that had excluded even him, though Adrielle had 
vowed to love him? 

It was the confusion as to why she did it that hurt him as much 
as the lie itself, he thought desolately. Why, if she did not truly 
love him as she claimed she did, would she not just tell him so? 
Why not admit it was Chris that held her heart and be done with 
it? Was it some kind of sick game that Chris encouraged then- 
dating, when it was he who held the final claim to her affection? 
And why come now to his parent's with the same deception? 

tVhy? 

The word was like an agonized searing of his soul. But the 
deeper question that accompanied it was the greatest torment. 

tvhy, after all the pain she had caused him, did he still love her? 


Eliot could do for Julia was more than adequate. From 
a small cell-like cellar room, he selected a healthy looking plant 
from half a dozen arranged under softly-humming lights. 

Julia restrained her questions out of respect for the fact that 
Eliot did as well as he packed it carefully into an insulated box. 
It was only when he handed it to her and she looked full into his 
eyes that the curiosity threatened to overwhelm her. 

Eliot responded to her unspoken question with a cryptic, yet 
telling explanation. "Parallel time is a treasure trove for a man 
desperate enough to seek it." 

Taking the carton, she nodded and said only, "Thank you, Eliot." 

"You are most welcome," he returned with flawless politeness. 

Turning, they ascended the cellar stairs in silence until they 
reached the top. Before he opened the door to the hallway, he 
turned, asking as if it were merely conversation. "Is your family 
well, Julia?" 

"Yes," she returned, equally as casually, but understanding his 
meaning. "My family is fine." 

"Good," he nodded and led her into the brightness of the hall 
which was lit by the glare of sun reflected off snow. 

At the front doorway, Julia paused to pull on her coat and 
gloves. "Thank you again, Eliot," she said sincerely. 

The professor nodded. "You are welcome. You'll inform me 
of the results of your...research?" 

"Certainly," she agreed with a smile. "With names deleted of 
course." 

His answering smile was understanding. "Of course." 
Graciously, he opened the front entry door and let her precede 
him outside. 

Crysta, having returned from her errand, was coming up the 
front walk. Julia met her eyes and hesitated a moment, seeing 
wisdom and understanding in the woman's emerald gaze. 

Eliot's wife's step was graceful, light even in the heavily lined 
boots she wore. Something in her expression gave Julia pause. 
Crysta knew, somehow, she knew. Yet, there was no suspicion in 
her eyes, or fear. There was only a deep, quiet trust in her hus¬ 
band and his judgement. It reflected in her smile for him and her 
nod to Julia, who moved down the stairs as Crysta moved up them. 



"Goodbye, Julia," she said quietly, slipping an arm about her 
husband's waist in an easy gesture of compatibility. "We'll see you 
soon at the wedding." 

Julia smiled, nodding. "Yes. It will be here before I know it. 
I'm going to the florist's shop now to attend to a last detail." 

The couple nodded and remained on the step until Julia pulled 
away in her car. As she left, she saw them turn, heads together 
in quiet conversation, to return into their home. 

It seemed things had worked out well for them, Julia mused as 
she drove away. They were happy, and obviously loved each 
other. She could only hope that the years were as kind to Ben 
and Kimberly as they had been to Eliot and Crysta. 

Turning her attention to the road, she pushed that unwanted 
thought away. Of course Ben would be happy. She was going 
now to take care of the last detail of his wedding. 

Then, she would stop by the Inn to give Adnelle and Chris the 
good news of a cure that would end the curse that so ruled them 
both. They, too, could then go on with the rest of their lives. 

There was nothing more to be worried about...was there? 
Despite her best elTorts to convince herself of that fact, there was 
a lingering, uimamed disquiet that would not — quite — leave her. 




UJhe uneasiness deepened in Julia as the morning progressed. 
There was a minor irritation in that the florist had aheady begun 
the arrangements for the wedding and could not change the 
ribbon. That did not trouble her overly much, as she considered 
the change frivolous at best, though it did bother her that if she 
had called the day before it may have been possible. She had 
promised Ben, after all, and the distraction of Chris and his sister 
had cost her time. 

Those two young people added to her growing irritation when 
she called at the Inn and was told that though they had not 
checked out, they had not yet returned to their rooms. Her first 
reaction had been anger. They had known she was coming, and 
after all her trouble, couldn't they be available when she called? 
She had more than enough waiting for her attention at home. 

Leaving a sharp message for them to call her, she headed back 
to the estate, all the unattended details temptmg her to drive too 
quickly on the still snow-patched roads. But by the time she 
turned in her gate, her anger had dimmed to a troubling sense of 
wrongness. 

Arriving at the Old House, she half expected to see their car 
there. But there was no sign of them. 



When she entered the house through the back entrance, the 
house was quiet - too quiet. The maid was supposed to be 
upstairs cleaning but the only thing she heard when she entered 
the drawing room was the sound of her husband speaking to 
someone on the phone in his study. 

"Barnabas?" she called when she heard him hang up the 
receiver. Carefully, she lowered her package to the small desk in 
the comer of the room and removed her gloves. 

When he joined her, she knew at once from his expression that 
there was trouble. "What is it?" she asked. "Has something 
happened to Chris or Adrielle?" 

Barnabas shook his head. "Lynne quit this morning." 

"Lynne quit?" Julia repeated, shocked. "Why?" 

Shaking his head, her husband reached out to help her with her 
coat. "She came rushing down from Josette's room, claiming that 
she heard a woman weeping." 

"Oh, no." 

Barnabas made a gesture of frustration as he went to hang the 
garment on the hall tree. "I heard nothing." He cast a glance up 
the stairs behind him before turning back to her, "There was 
nothing there. It had to be nothing more than imagination. Someone 
must have been teasing her with stories about this house.” 

Julia drew a breath to point out Lynne was a rational, middle 
aged woman and had most likely grown up with the legends and 
yet she had never, in the four years she had been employed, heard 
anyone weeping. But, at the worried tenseness in her husband's 
eyes, she caught back the words. If there was going to be a 
problem, it would be evident soon enough. For now, there were 
more immediate concerns. 

"She picked a fine time for a flight of fancy when we have all 
these guests coming," she said grimly. "Sarah arrives this evening, 
and Kimberly's family tomorrow. We have the New Year's Eve 
party at Collinwood tomorrow night, and then the wedding 
rehearsal here the next day." Frustrated, she shook her head, "And 
then the wedding! I must have some reliable domestic help." 

Determined, she headed for the phone. "I've got to get someone 
else before the whole town hears about this and no one will..." 

"I've aheady taken care of that," Barnabas said, putting a hand 
on her shoulder to detain her. "Mrs. Tedrow has agreed to come 
over at once and stay as long as she's needed." 

"Good," Jidia drew a deep breath. "At least that's under control." 
She turned her attention to other matters. "Has Chris called?" 

"Chris? No," he gave her a curious glance. "1 thought he was 
to wait at the Inn." 

"He was. But they hadn't yet arrived when 1 stopped by." 

"How odd, they left quite a while before you. I wonder what 
could have detained them?" 

"I don't know," she answered with a slight frown, her eyes 
going to the carton she had rested on the desk. 

Her husband's gaze followed hers. "Was Eliot able to help?” 

Absently, she ran a hand over the wrapping paper. "He gave 
me a moon poppy." 

"Indeed?" Barnabas replied, crossing to open the carton. "It 
seems your hunch was correct." 

"Yes," Julia agreed absently, "1 guess it was." 

Sensitive to her mood, he paused in his inspection of the plant. 
"This troubles you," he asked softly, "doesn't it?" 

Drawn from her thoughts, she gave him a tiny smile, lifting one 
hand to his cheek. "As it troubles you. But," she turned away 
purposefully, gathering up the discarded paper, "we've done what 
we can. We'll keep the plant until they call. Would you put it in 
your study for now? We don't want any curious eyes to see it." 


At his nod, she turned away and continued before he could 
speak, "For now, we have a wedding to prepare for and 1 have a 
himdred things to do" 

Crumpling the paper into a more manageable ball as she headed 
for her kitchen, she felt her husband's eyes on her back and knew 
she had not fooled him. She was worried, both for Chris and 
Adrielle, and for Ben. No matter how much she wanted to help 
the brother and sister, she could not let their troubles harm her 
family, and she felt a deep uneasiness that may come to pass 
though she could not foresee how. Yet. 

Moving to tend to the needs of her household, she wondered 
where Adrielle and Chris had gone. Her three errands had taken 
her through most of the village and she had seen nothing of their 
car. Their desire for her help was sincere, she couldn't doubt that. 
So, why had they disappeared? 

If they weren't in Collinsport, or at the hm, and they hadn't 
checked ont, where were they? 

-eJSssKr- 

iffalling. Falling out of light toward a shining ebony blade of 
darkness. It was deadly, and viciously shaip, this unearthly razor, 
and it would cleave her very spirit from her mind with the 
ruthless, cruel precision of a surgeon's blade 

Mute, as always in the fall through a tunnel of light, she twisted 
desperately, seeking to escape. Sometimes it worked, sometimes 
she pulled free, and sometimes...it only sent her sideways for a 
brief respite in dreams that were actually memories... 

'*Adrietle," hernams spoken so gently by his voice had come to 
fill her with terror in the past weeks. "A drielle, you must trust me." 

"/ want to go home ," she said, crying. The tears were warm on 
her cheeks. "/ want to call my brother, Chris, and tell him to 
come and get me.'* 

"Chris," the voice was gently scoffing. "Could 'Chris' help you 
when you heard the spirits call your name? Could 'Chris' give 
you shelter from the specters that haunted your dreams? He can 
not help you." 

"He loves me. He will come." 

"He doesn't know what's best for you. I do." 

"No, the healing hurts me. Something's wrong." 

"The wrongness is in you. Y ou don't trust enough to let me 
guide you. Let go the fear, and so also will go the pain." 

"No." The word was a whisper. She was so afraid, so 
wounded and afraid. To go forward would surely be to die. 

"Trust me." 

Her tears threatened to choke her. They blurred her voice, later 
that night when she spoke whispered into the forbidden telephone. 
Softly, she spoke softly so he would not hear. "Chris? C hris. 
Please come get me. ¥ ou were right, when yott came to visit. I..." 

"Adrielle," it was his voice again, gently chiding as he took the 
phone awar’. "How could you do this when we've worked .so hard 
to trust each other?" 

"I..." 

"Y es, 1 think perhaps it is the "I" that is in the way of your 
breakthrough. Do you not care that what you do eases the pain 
of so many others? How can you be so selfish to deny it to the 
ones who need you?" 

"But it hurts me." 

"For only a short time, until you are stronger. It will become 
easier, as you grow in strength and ability." 











"It only grows worse. Sometimes...sometimes it feels like I'm 
dying. ” 

"That is the fear. The fear is what you must conquer, and 
ninning home to brother will not accomplish that." 

"But I..." 

"J can not allow you to go. Y on have asked me for help, put 
yourself in my hands," his smile as he shrugged was chilling, 
"signed all the papers. To allow you to go before you were ready 
would be criminal." 

"I w ant... " 

"Y ou want, you think, you fear. Can you not see that it is the 
selfishness that keeps you in the pain?" Sadly, so sadly, he shook 
his head. "No, I .suppose not, and that is the insight we must gain." 

"No!” There was nowhere to run, nowhere in this tiny end of 
a dark corridor. 

"Brad, I need more Lotaxal. " 

"No! Chris!" 

"A nd then we'll take A dnelle to our latest client. She needs her 
help so badly." 

"No! / can't!" 

"But you can, and you will." His smile was so knowing, as if 
he knew her thoughts before she thought them. "She needs you, 
and you can help, so you will. You will not let her suffer the 
pain that cn'pples her. It is your greatest gift..." 

Struggling desperately against the dream jerked her free of the 
terror...and sent her plunging back down the tunnel of light. Falling. 
Falling through light to darkness. Would she never be safe? 


-lit was late afternoon before Ben judged it safe to leave the 
plant. Driving home, he felt oddly depressed and dispirited. Why 
did Relle have to show up now, when it was too late? 

Rounding the last curve up the drive, he caught sight of his 
sister's red minivan and his spirits lifted suddenly. Sarah had 
arrived with her family and that meant there would be plenty of 
activity to take his mind off his troubles. 

Parking the Blazer hastily, he hurried into his home. Sarah and 
her husband Clayton were in the front hall with his parents. 
Bradley, their son, gave a squeal of delight at the sight of his 
uncle. "Uncle Ben! Play with me!" 

Laughing, Ben swept the four year old up in his arms with a 
mock growl. "Play with you!*'he repeated. "What do you mean," 
smiling, he tickled the child's tummy, '"play with you'?" 

Shouting with laughter, the child grabbed for his shoulders. 
"Let’s play monster under the coffee table, okay?" 

"No," Sarah interrupted firmly. "No monster under the coffee 
table." She shot a long-suffering glance at Julia. "I lost my 
favorite crystal bowl last time they played that." 

The uncle and his nephew wore surprisingly similarly contrite 
expressions as Ben strode closer to the group in the hall. 'Tm 
sorry about that, Sarah.” Shifting Brad into one arm, he bent 
down to kiss her cheek. "It's good to see you. You look great." 

Sarah, who was nearly eight months pregnant, grimaced as Ben 
extended a firm handshake to her husband and asked how he had 
been. After her husband's answer that he was doing well, she shook 
her head at her brother. "Flatterer," she said, "1 look like a blimp." 

"No," he protested sincerely, "you look great. Even better than 
you looked when I came by at Thanksgiving." 

Regarding him fondly, his twin sister smiled, but what she would 


have said was interrupted by Bradley's wail, "Play with me!" 

Laughing, Clayton took his son from Ben's arms. "Later, Brad. 
Your uncle just got in the house. Let's carry our things upstairs, 
then maybe you can play, okay?" 

"Okay," Brad agreed reluctantly, wiggling to be put down. 
When his father placed him on the floor, he headed to the stairs 
at top speed, pausing at the first step to ask, "Okay, Uncle Ben? 
We can play later?" 

"Okay, buddy," Ben agreed with a grin, "it's a deal." 

As Julia escorted her auburn-haired daughter and her family to 
the stairs, Ben and Barnabas turned away to the parlor. When the 
sounds of the others had faded away, the older man regarded his 
son, who stood gazing into the fire, hands deep in his pockets. 

"Ben," he began, and his son turned to him. "Your mother 
stopped by the Inn today to meet with Chris and Adrielle. They 
weren't there, but the clerk said they had not yet checked out. 
Would you know anything about their whereabouts?" 

Shaking his head, Ben met his father’s eyes. "No, I haven't 
heard from them. Doesn't surprise me, though." Turning, he took 
up a poker to rearrange the logs on the fire. 

"Why do you say that?” 

"Because they've always been a little—unreliable." 

"In what way?" Barnabas considered the line of his son's 
shoulders as he prodded at the fire. 

"They're...just free spirits, I guess." Ben shrugged. "Their 
plans change pretty quickly sometimes." 

"I see," Barnabas replied, taking a seat in one of the wing 
chairs. "Your mother seems to think you and Adrielle were close 
at one time. Is she correct?" 

Abruptly. Ben got to his feet. "That was a long time ago. 
Father, and it's all best forgotten." 

"Is it?" 

"Yes." Ben slid the poker back in its place with a firm 
movement. "It is. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have some things to 
do." Briefly meeting his father's eyes, he turned and left the room. 

Watching him go, Barnabas sat alone in the parlor, thinking again 
on the timelessness of enduring things, and the ways of fathers and 
sons. This time , he prayed silently, remembering the horrible 
arguments of centuries gone by when there was to have been a son’s 
wedding in this house, this time, let it not end in tragedy. 

- 

©he terrible fall toward darkness seemed to last an eternity. 
Surely there could not be much space left in which to fall before 
she hit the terrible, ebony darkness. Finally finding her voice! she 
screamed, and as it always did, the sound of it jerked her free of 
the horror and into painful reality. Opening her eyes to the same 
face she had awakened to countless times at the Institute, she 
shuddered, instinctively trying to draw away with muscles that 
would not yet obey her. 

Laughing, Robert moved away. Dazedly, she watched him as 
he walked across a small living room and sat in a worn chair. 
With shock and vast relief, she realized she was not where she 
had thought herself He was here, but he had not yet taken her 
back to the Institute. Maybe there was yet hope. 

Struggling to sit up, she kept her eyes on him lest he take her 
unawares. Muscle cramps shot through her limbs like fire, 
drawing a moan from her as she pushed against the surface on 
which she lay in an effort to rise. 



Realizing she had pushed herself back against a sofa's back and 
could go no further, she grasped at the rough material, and pulled 
herself up into the couch's comer. Resting her cheek against the 
upholstered arm, she fought against the swirling sickness that 
roiled upward after movement. 

An unfamiliar drug had been used to subdue her. The burning 
fire that had filled her nose and lungs had been sharp and alien. 
But now her symptoms were synonymous with those of the 
experimental mixture he had subjected her to at the Institute. 

It was always the same; the agony of muscle cramps, and the 
terrible sickness. Whether it was the drug, or some other effect 
of what Robert had done to her, she did not know~she feared to 
know. She only knew she lived in mortal terror of the day she 
lacked the strength to pull free of the dream fall and landed on the 
solid blade of darkness at the tunnel's end. 

Swallowing hard against the nausea, she closed her eyes 
wearily. The lotaxal must have been administered when she was 
sleeping. But why? 

Opening her eyes, she saw Robert, still seated, watching her. 
Clad in a dark, heavy sweater over khaki pants, with his chin 
resting on his hand, he looked patient and willing to wait for her 
to revive. But it was a predator's patience, she knew, despite the 
comfortable charm of his swept back, iron grey hair and 
deceptively kind blue eyes. She had learned that the hard way. 

There was something he wanted, someone he wanted healed, so 
he had given her the drug against her will. Under its influence, 
she was suspectable to his direction. But, she reached for what 
strength she could fmd, this time she would defy him. 

With a sense of unreality, she noticed the window behind him 
was covered with a sloppily draped blanket. No light escaped 
about the edges, and the room was lit only by a dim overhead 
light. Had she been unconscious until nightfall? 

"Where's Chris?" she asked, her words still slightly slurred 
though she felt sufficiently recovered to push herself to sitting, her 
legs tucked beneath her on the couch. 

"Nearby." 

"I want to see him," she said, beginning to shiver in the chill air 
of the under-heated room. 

"Soon enough," he returned amiably, tossing a blanket toward 
her When she did not move to catch it, he urged, "Take it. This 
place is drafty. It's meant to hold tounsts in the summer, not 
winter guests." 

Increasingly aware of the sound of the sea, she realized they 
must be in a tourist cabin near the ocean. Perhaps they had not 
even left Collinsport yet. 

"I never thought you'd sink to kidnapping," she said, watching 
him warily as she reached down for the blanket. "After Chris got 
the restraining order, I thought we'd seen the last of you." 

Shrugging, he waved a hand. "It wasn't the restraining order so 
much as it was—other legal entanglements." 

"Being investigated by the authorities, you mean. Chris showed 
me the newspaper articles. We hoped they'd catch you for the 
sadistic charlatan that you are." 

He shook his head sadly, as if wounded. "Adrielle, how can 
you say these things? After all my help, you set narrow minded 
disbelievers on me to complicate my life." 

With a wave of his hand, he seemed to dismiss it, but his smile 
chilled Adrielle none the less. "But those difficulties are resolved, 
and I need you." 

Shuddering, she drew the blanket close, as much in an 
unconscious gesture of protection as for warmth. Shakily, she got 
to her feet. "I want nothing to do with you. Let us go." 


"You came to me for help once, and I gave it freely and now..." 

"You gave me pain!" Her step steadied as she neared him, her 
voice rising. "Pain and lies. And I believed it all!" 

"You were already in pain when you came to me," he said 
gently, rising to face her. In the dim light from the blanketed 
windows, his face was softened by the lines of his graying, neatly 
trimmed beard. "I gave you guidance, shelter, a means to 
understand. A way to help others understand." 

"You gave me lies," she said vehemently. "I was sixteen when 
I came to you, hurt and terrified. My mother had just died!" 

"And you heard her spirit weeping, calling your name." How 
soothing his voice was, how comforting as it had been years 
before when she had first trusted him . This time, she vowed, she 
would not respond to its spell. 

"It was a confused spirit-with no harm in it. You could have 
told me that and sent me on my way. Surely you knew it. I 
would have believed you." A trace of bitterness crept into her 
voice. "I believed all the rest." 

Still gently, he said, "And then we learned you could heal. 
Your gift..." 

"Stop it!" Her hands closed into fists in the blanket she 
clutched about her. "I believed it all—that the astral growth was 
worth the physical pain-that it would lessen as my control grew— 
that my struggle would benefit mankind and the lack was in me 
that I couldn't hold up to what you wanted of me." 

"You were not wrong to believe," he murmured gently, lifting 
one hand as if to stroke her cheek. "You can still overcome the 
weakness, still..." 

"Liar," she hissed, striking away his hand. "I would have died!" 

Snake quick, he grasped her wrist, gripping it so tightly it hurt 
her. Undaunted, and not surprised, she continued, "There was no 
one to be benefited but you. How much did those poor people 
pay you for what minor respite I could offer them from their 
illnesses? No one was cured, not permanently." 

His eyes had gone hard, the warming smile dropped like a veil. 
"I think," he said coldly, all pretense of gentleness gone from the 
tone, "that it's time to go see Brother." 

Turning, he drew her forward by his grip on her wrist. 
Roughly he pulled her through the small living room to a short 
hall. Releasing her, he knocked once on the first door before 
them, and it was opened by the blond man that had first attacked 
her by the car. 

Beyond him, she could see her brother. He was unconscious on 
the cold hardwood floor, his hands tied behind him. 

"Chris?" Adrielle slipped by the men who did not try to stop 
her. She fell to her knees beside him. Was this why Robert had 
given her the lotaxal-to help Chris? 

Pulling the blanket from her shoulders, she tucked it about him, 
shaking him lightly w^en it was done. Calling his name yielded 
no response and she ran gentle fingers over the purple lump on his 
forehead. With the ease of long-familiarity aided by the lingering 
effect of the drug in her system, she slipped into rapport with him. 
Pain, and pam, and wrongness, sang his body to hers and she 
answered it, singing softly in reply. The healing song bad no 
words, no sound even to those who watched outside the rapport 
But in its flow, the sound was rich and pure as she overlaid the 
tone of healthy tissue over the discordant cry of the injury, aiding 
it to heal itself. 

Chris stirred beneath her hands, groaned, and the rapport fell 
away. "Relle?" his voice was weak and bewildered. "Is it dawn?" 

"Ssh," she hushed him, her hands on his shoulders as he 
struggled to push himself to sitting. Unaware he was bound, he 



slipped, fell and struggled to rise again. 

Catching her lip to keep back the tears, she helped him to his 
knees. "You're injured," she said with an accusing look toward an 
amused Robert and his silent companion. "They hit you." 

"They?" Determinedly, he balanced himself and lifted his eyes 
to hers, "Who?" 

Steadying him, she helped him to his feet, and saw him realize 
his hands were not free. Turning, he focused on the men by the 
door "Robert," he snarled in recognition. "Untie me." 

"I think not," came the answer. "You've caused me some 
significant trouble in the past years, Mr. Edwards. I prefer you as 
you are." He smiled coldly. ’Tve been kinder to you than you 
deserve. I brought you a healer to bring you back to 
consciousness, after all." 

Standing slightly behind her brother, Adrielle spoke softly in his 
ear. "I think we're still near Collinspoit." 

Her brother turned slightly to regard her. "Are you hurt?" 
When she shook her head, he brought his attention back to their 
captors. "Wiiat do you want?" 

Robert smiled, moving foiwaid and gesturing his companion 
forward as well. "James," he said politely, "if you would assist 
me, here." 

Instinctively, the siblings drew closer, Adrielle’s hands closing 
on her brother's arm and shoulder. With deceptive casualness, the 
blond man Robert had called James reached out and pulled Chris 
away from his sister with poweiful ease. 

Robert grasped Adrielle by the arm and pulled her away toward 
the door. "Wliat are you doing?" she asked, struggling to resist him 
>Mth a body still under the effects of the drug. "Let go of me!" 

Ignormg her, the older man nodded almost graciously to his 
assistant, who shoved Chris from him. Tasting fear, Adrielle 
looked from her brother, who staggered in an effort to stay on his 
feet to the powerful man who had moved away a step. "You 
asked what I want, Mr. Edwards," Robert said evenly. "All I 
require is some small amoiuit of healing from your sister." 

"She won't do it." Chris said, head coming up in defiance. 
"She’s not doing anything for you. not any more." His eyes 
shifted to his sister's frightened ones. "Right, Relle?" 

Robert laughed before the yoimg woman could answer. "Yes, 
well. I thought that's what you'd say. Ifs what she's already told 
me. So, I guess it's time to change your minds." Nodding at 
James, the older man began to withdraw, pulling Adrielle with 
him by a painfully tight grip on her upper arm. 

Eyes widening, Adrielle looked from her brother to the man 
beside him. Chillingly businesslike, the broad-shouldered assistant 
crossed to pick up a thick length of firewood resting by the door 
and strode foAvard toward the bound man. "No," she gasped, 
struggling to resist the grip that propelled her to the door. Surely 
they had not used her to revive him for this! "You can't do this." 

Robert smiled, his grip tightening as he forced her out into the 
hallway. He closed the door behind him with his free hand, 
cutting off her view of James advancing on her brother. "But 1 
can," he assured her, "and I will." 

"No, you don't...you don't understand. Chris will,.," 

"'Chris will' what?" He mocked her. "Save you? He already 
did that once, didn't he? And look where that's gotten you." 

"I’ll help you," she said desperately, imable to tell him why he 
should call off what was about to happen. "1 will. I..." 

"Of course you will," he interrupted confidently. "Of that I 
never had any doubt," Stopping before an open door at the end 
of the hallway, he pushed her from him. "You'll do whatever I 
ask of you." 


'Then why do this?" she faced him from the room into which 
he had pushed her. "You don't have to hurt Chris. Just send him 
away and..." 

"You don’t really think I'd let him go, do you?" he asked her, 
still facing her as calmly as if they were having the most ordinaiy 
of conversations. "Not after the last time when he took you away 
from me." 

"But you don't have to hurt him," she pleaded, hearing the 
muffled sound of a blow from down the hall. "Flemc! I promise, 
I’ll help you." 

"Sometimes," he told her, "you forget your promises with your 
brother’s encoiuagement. This time," he smiled at her and she 
wondered how she ever could have been so foolish to think his 
eyes kind, 'Til make certain you are motivated to keep them." 

Before she could move, he 
slammed the door shut before 
her. Coming forward, she 
caught the knob, trying to 
force it open even as she 
heard it lock from beyond. 

"Please, you don't know what 
you're doing! Make him 
stop!" 

Pounding on the door, she 
heard the sound of footsteps 
walking away .and the sound 
of a muffled cry of pain from 
down the hall "Robert?" she 
cried, "Please, Robert, don't 
do this!" 

Silence was her only answer, silence and the sound of another 
blow "No!" The cry came from her heart, tom from the darkest 
of her fears. 

Hard upon her voice came the raging bellow of the infuriated 
beast that she had expected. It was too late. Pressing against the 
door, she tried to reach out to him, to comfort and contain him. But 
the pain and the rage were too much, and the distance too great. 

A man's terrified ci'y came next, then a scream and another 
terrible roar from the wolfs throat. Screams, full throated cries of 
mortal terror filled Adrielle's ears, dashing still more any hope of 
reaching the beast now that it had tasted blood. 

"James?" It was Robert, coming down the hall. "What's 
happening?" There was the sound of an opening door, nearly 
drowned out by the crash of a window breaking as a large body 
hurtled through it to freedom. Robert's shout, "James!" was lost on 
Adrielle, who spun to face her own window as the soimd of the 
snarling beast rushing past it drew her to the crudely boarded up 
opening. 

"Chris? " Even before she spoke, he was gone, leaping into the 
night in a primal rage of pain and rage that she could not hope to 
calm without touch. 

Gone. 

Abruptly, her legs would no longer support her. Slipping to the 
chill floor, she hugged her arms about her knees, and wept. 

The beast, God help them all, was free. 

TO BE CONTINUED... 
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The coffin 
old as time 
still remains 
a mystery 


The eoffin 
his one true 
companion 
through time 
will forever be 
by his side. 


Wofc^hadoivs 



Portraits of Collinses guard a dusky hall 
Awaiting a voice from the jjast to call. 

Secret corridors long forgotten by most 
Eventually lead to an unhappy host. 

Barnabas senses a brief stir in the air 
Like dimensions colliding, caused by a tear. 

From Widow’s Hill, he leaves to fight a new foe 
Knowing the near-future will lx: filled with woe. 

Barnabas seeks Julia and Quentin for aid 
For future memories, what sort of price must be paid? 
But somehow he knows as he crosses cold stone 
The U(x:oming Ixittlc must be fought all alone. 
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0^ ^ Ofe^ Q^oM' 

— exclusive photos never before 
published 


ABOVE: A rare 
shot of Thayer David. 
ABOVE RIGHT: Marie Wallace 
signs autographs. 
RIGHT: Clarice Blackburn 
relaxes on a comfy sofa— 
she's so pretty without the 
severe black wig! 

FAR RIGHT: Silhouette of 
John Karlen outside the studio. 
BELOW: You have probably 
never seen a photo quite like 
this one of Michael Stroka, 
mugging for the camera in a 
big way! 

LOWER RIGHT: Robert 
Rodan autographed this photo, 
as you can see. 
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Last issue's 'Ghost Quiz' brought in some lively response, although 
due to the nature of DS it was sometimes a bit confusing sorting 
out just what ghost belonged in what category! (We’d never hold it 
against you, though!) The entrant with the most "points" was LIZ 
McGILLlCUDDY, vwth RITA MADDEN a close second. 
Congratulations, Liz & Rita! And now for the answers... 


Question Name the characters who died and returned later ss ghosts, played by the same actor: 


Rev. Trask — (appeared to Barnabas, 1968) 

Peter Bradford - (appeared to Vicki, '68; Jeb, '70) 
Jenny Collins -- (appeared to Chris Jennings, '68; 

also appeared 1897) 

Dr. Dave Woodard - (appeared to Julia, '67) 

Dorcas Trilling ~ (appeared to Quentin, 1897) 

Roxanne Drew — (appeared to several, 1840) 

Minerva Trask — (appeared to Judith, 1897) 

Nicholas Blair - (appeared to Jeb, '70) 

Abigail Collins -- (appeared to Trask, 1795) 

Angelique ~ (appeared to court, 1795; Vicki '68) 
Sandor Rakosi -- (appeared to Magda, 1897) 

Pansy Faye -- (appeared to Carl in dreams, 1897) 

Bill Malloy -- (appeared to Vicki, '66) 

Julianka — (appeared to Magda, Barnabas, and 

Quentin, 1897) 


Joshua Collins — (appeared at seance, 1840) 

Daniel Collins — (appeared to Gabriel, 1840) 

Sam Evans — (appeared to Vicki, ’68) 

Justin Collins -- (1841PT) 

Damion Edwards -- (appeared to several, 1970PT) 

Lt. Nathan Forbes — (appeared to Barnabas, '68) 

Suki Forbes -> (appeared to Barnabas, '68) 

David Collins (appeared to Barnabas & Julia, 1995) 

Dr. Eric Lang — (appeared to Nicholas Blair, ’68) 

Julia Hoffman ~ (appeared to Barnabas, 1970PT) 
Edith Collins -- (appeared to Quentin, 1897) 

Laura Stockbridge Collins -- (1897) 

Jessie Kincaid -- (appeared to Quentin. 1897) 

‘Stella Young - (1841PT) ?? 

* King Johnny Romano (1897) ?{Can anyone find an 
actual episode for them appearing as ghosts?) 


Question #2; Characters who died and returned later as ghosts, played by a different actor: 

Jeremiah Collins — (appeared to Josette, 1795) Maude Browning -- (appeared to Barnabas, ’68) 

Ruby Tate -- (appeared to Barnabas, '68) 


Question #3; Characters who appeared FIRST as ghosts, and then LATER as livina characters: 


Josette duPres Collins -- (appeared to Vicki, '66/'67) 
Sarah Collins — (appeared to everyone except for 

Barnabas, Liz and Roger, ’67) 
Beth Chavez — (appeared to David, Amy, Chris, and 

Julia, ’esyes) 

Quentin Collins — (appeared to everyone. '68/69) 
Gerard Stiles -- (appeared to Julia & Barnabas, 1995) 
Amadeus Collins -- (1840) 


Daphne Harridge — (appeared to Barnabas, 1995) 
Carrie Stokes -- (appeared to David & Hallie, '70) 

Tad Collins — (appeared to David & Hallie, '70) 

Hallie Stokes -- (appeared to Barnabas & Julia, 1995) 
Brutus Collins — (appeared to Melanie and Morgan, 

1841PT} 

Danielle Roget — (as Leona Ettridge, ’68) 

Magda — (appeared unseen to David & Amy, '63) 


(Liz & RHa added — and Liz named:) Cop Out Category: Ghosts who never appeared alive: 


Garth Blackwood — 1897 

Harriet Collins — 1840 

Gypsies called by King Johnny (Pedor, 

Marco, Stefan, Sergio, and Andreas) -1897 

Joanna Mills — 1840 (she was only pretending to be alive) 


3 Wailing Widows from VMdows' Hill -- ’66/67 
Ghost in Woods — 1795 
Ghost of One-Armed Man — '68 
Ezra Simpson — '68 





And now for something a little easier! Our next question was suggested by Rita Madden: Name the characters who started out 
life as normal, but died and came back as a vampire. Also, include the year this happened -- and who was responsible for 

making that person into a vampire! Good luck! 





FROM SANDY ADAMS 

AboiU \VWit^lO..J Imed it! There was a good tnix of fiction and the art 
c&mplimented it wonderfvlly. As before, I particidaTly enj&yed the cartoons -- love 
the one on pg.l2 about the "exotic drink with the little umbrella. ’ Your story piqued 
my interest enough that I want to order the previous chapters that 1 missed... 

"COLLINSPOKTRAirS’ was entertaining and informative; a tricky mix. And it’s 
too bad something like "CANCELLED" didn't happen over at NBC, only with the 
Head of programming coming to his senses and giving DS a decent tiine~slot. 

(What did they expect, putting it in the infa^nous death slot that they used to 
justify Star Trek s demise?!) 

FROM DEBt BLAKLEY 

WH^ was a great success, as usual! 1 always enjoy it very miwh and appreciate 
all your efforts and hard work! You do such a good job and continue when many others would have Quit. 

FROM BECKY CARR 

Enjoyed the Frid interview and the Lundguist story. The photos came out quite clear and 1 es'pecially like the drawing of Professor Stokes 
on the back cover. 

You could run more photos of Qtwntin any time — felt like you did that page just for tne! 

FROM JULIA M. COLLINS 

1 love "CANCELLED!" Ihe more \VW I read, the more I like it. Everything about it. I like "SERPENT’S SONG," too. Wluit a writer Sharon 
is! What 

Without question, 1 think WW can compete with the finest and most popular fanzines in presentation. It is downrigfd elegant in my opinion. 
I also like the advertisements being in a separate supplement — easy to find when I want them and not intrusive to the rest of the material in 
the zvne. I thvnk Jane Lack's poem, "TWO WOMEff beautiful " one of the best I've seen in fandom so far. Tm also becoming a HUGE Susan 
Ramskill fan (heavens, I certainly hope "PRISM OF THE MIND” doesn't end there — more, please!). I also read a piece by her in "Inside the 
Old House" which was first-rate. The trivia contest was very informative and the photo of Vicki on page 07 exceptionally lovely. I also enjoyed 
"WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNCf’ — Joan Bennett is a real beauty. Yes, I’d say "quality fanzine" says it all. 

FROM ANNETTE DAMASK 

You do a areal job — you should be 'very proud of your publication. 

FROM STEPHANIE DAVIS 

WWUlO is absolutely fantastic! Once again, from cover to cover, it was a pure joy! My favorites were A DAY OF DH by Annie Lund(]uist 
(ivkat a treat!) and the long-awaited conclusion to "DESTINY IN JADE ' I loved it, and it was definitely worth the wait! Dmnk you so much 
for caring about your readers and sharing this woTiderful story with us! 

I love the bonus card and post card! They’re wonderful! What a pleasure it was to find them in my WW! Thank you! 

FROM DIANE FELDT 

I really enjoyed your zine, the fiction, artwork, cartoons were all first-rate. Back in what seems like another century I studied journalism 
and worked on the campus paper, so I have some notion of what it takes to produce this level of quality. Finally, thank you for the gifts sent 
with my very first issue of WW. The photo of Grayson Hall was lovely, the portraits of Barnabas a fine addition to my collection. 

FROM ELAINE GARNER 

What a great zine you ’ve got; I can 't wait til the next issue comes out. "SERPENT’S SONG” is great, but of course I love anything with a 
wereumlf! "TWO WOMEN’ is also excellent — so unique, and yet so true.! "(XHAANSPORTRArTE is exquisite. Not only was it interesting on 
all that old lore, it's hilarious! Hove the one of Julia and Trask on page 25 of issue U9. That look on Julia’s face as Trask pounds her Oreos 
is positively priceless! I\l bet I've read it a dozen times, and it never fails to make me laugh. Photo captions are another great aspect, and I 
love UO's "What does it mean, standard deduction?" 

I was truly impressed with "ONE MORE DEMON’ in UIO. It was refreshing to get an insight into Gypsy life, something movies always seem 
to deprive us of In films, and often novels, Gypsies pop in, lay a curse on someone, and they re gone again. Talk about your racism! I really 
liked Grayson as Magda, anyway. I comtneml you on the Photo Gallery, too, you do fuive a knack for catching the greatest expressions on people s 
faces. May, I co\dd go on and on, WW is so entertaining. I can 't wait until you have issue itll together. 

FROM OEOROE OARO (in Canada) 

WVUlO is a gem! Really enjoyed it, every DS fan should luive a copy of it! Die short stories are a joy to read, wnd fantastic artwork. 
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FROM LYNN GERDES 


I would like to compliment you on your improved issues of WW. They are just beautiful. Everything from the cover to the articles to the photo 
Quality is outstanding. Hike the layout and design and the way you put little interesting snippets in comers or out-of-the-way spots. I remember 
WW when you were just starting out, and now you are putting out a polished product. The supplement is a very nice bonus and keeps the literary 
and collectible ads well organized. I know you will continue to work to make future issues even better. Keep up the good work! 

FROM CHRIS GUNTER 

Issue i^lO was fantastic! The ”SERPENT'S SONCT serial is great; 1 can hardly wait for the newt installment. ”PRISM OF THE MINIf and 
the story you wrote, "DESTINY IN JADE,” were both excellent as well. 


FROM LAMONT HAMILTON 

WWitlO made my day. 

I really think the WW Supplement is a good idea, it allows the zine to concentrate on the prose and poetry of DS. 

Going over past issues at a glance, starting with issue ltd — the photo of the Old House foyer; in #7 the fuillway to the West Wing of 
Collinwood, and I/ie picture of Collinwood (Seaview Terrace); in #5 the woods between the Old House and Collinwood, also in that issue the 
location of Collinsport, the shot of Collinwood Tower — presumably where Mad Jenny was held, also the picture of the house next closest to my 
heart, the Old House. (The first is of course Seaview Terrace, the true Collinwood). The Old House dratving room 1995, and the Collinwood foyer, 
h issue #0 the front door to Collinwood, the rare photo of the back tower (actually, the Big Tower is in the rear of the building); all the TUanic 
photos I illustrations were great, also the gateway at Seaview Terrace. All these photos really helped illustrate the special magic of DS and the 
special magic of Wynddiffe WalcA. 

In issue ItlO, Todd’s Antique shop from the mysterious Leviathan storyline was wonderful. (The Leviathans must have grabbed the larger photo 
for themselves!) {{ED: I had lost the larger screen I'd had made of the photo and had to run the smaller one. Thank goodness I had made a 
smaller one!}} Even without the binding of issue 9, itlO still looks great, the touch of color plus the great illustrations front and back — plus 
the different fonts — all add to a great-looking zine. I see what you mean by the D’s and S’s {{ED: I didn't like the Old English font that was in 
my computer; I've got the real thing now}} but I really had to look several times to notice the change. 

The article by Charles Ellis was great, and so were the photos. By the by, the unidentified fan loith Marie Wallace is Bill Branch, and the 
fan vnth the camera in the scavenger hunt is Jim Clark. 

”A DAY OF DN’ by Annie Lundquist was great; it really put you at the scene. I like the use of Eliot Stokes in "PRISM OF THE MIND, the 
poetic justice of "CANCELLED.” the use of Magda in "ONE MORE DEMON,” and the real "punch” in '’LIFELINE! Humanizing Roger Collins 
was impossible — or so 1 thought; nice to be proved wrong. The best story, though, was "DESTINY IN JADFJ — what a wonderful ambiance. 

FROM ROB HAYCOCK 

Holy Bat Guano! R's issue 10 of The Windy Cliff Watch! usual it was chock-full of stuff! And not just any old stuff, but really great DS 
stuff! Fact, Fiction, Fotos, and general tom-Foolery! Not to mention the biggest "letter from the Editor in any fanzine ever published! And lookie! 
There’s a story about everybody’s favorite alcoholic, Roger! You don’t see one of those every day! Not to mention a FREE Trading Card of good 
old Barney!! You’ve Jcnocked my socks off again!!! 

FROM NORA JEFFREY 

Have WWitlO — the dual poem "TWO WOMEN" is particularly fine. Can't hold out for the next one! (Hooray for reprints!) 

FROM BARBARA JONES 

I think your fanzine the best one I’ve seen yet. Thank you for the pictures and the card of Barnabas. 

FROM JANIE JURICA 

Thanks for your latest issue of WW. I found all the stories interesting. I just loved it. Thanks again 

FROM LYNNE LAMBERT 

Thank you for the Barnabas portrait cards! I love that picture, and collector ’s items as well. 

WW^IO is excellent as usual, and the new format for things is fine “ very nice. I love the whole 
zine. but especially like your writing, it’s impressive, in all kinds of ways. I love the settings and 
the vivid atmosphere, the characters, and -more. The dream-sharing is very interesting (you always 
hold the reader’s attention). I ZOVF/.F stcyries in which people "space out" (for lack of a better word) 
into other times and places or dijnensions. "DESTINY IN JADIT is a good mystery story, too. WW 
doas seem like a very "friendly” zine as well, more than most of the others. It is the best in general, 

I think. 

I love Magda stories, as well as incubus stories! "CANCELLEIf was very enjoyable!! A DAY 
OF DN* was oreal.'.' The J. Frid interview was very interesting, too. Cliff Notes is excellent, and 
I always love all the photos! "WHEN WE WERE VERYYOUNCf is captivating. Everuthing is really 
good. Susan &i 7 uiers ’ Quentin tonsillectomy story was really cute. And I’m another who loved 
"SHIP OF SHADOWS’ in issue tt9. 




FROM DAN OLlVEfRA 

By the way, in mV#JO it states tfiat the Collector's Box of DS cards from IMAGINE INC cotnes with ALL FIVB autoyraphed cards. / called 
them, but they told me that the Box Set does NOT come with all five cards. Only the DELUXE set comes with THREE autographed cards. I was 
told that all five cards could not be obtained at once. ((DARN!!)) And thanks for the Barnabas postcard and the extra "mistake card" 

{{ED: Yes, Dan, you are absolutely right, allfive cards were NOT available in the end. At the time when I spoke directly to the IMAGINE people, 
however, the gentleman I spoke to did tell me the current plan was to release all five cards in that particular set. What I printed in WWwas exactly 
as he told me over the phone. Obviously, the plans must have changed between then and the time WW arrived in your mailbox! That's how these 
things go, I guess! But thank you. Dan, for letting me know the situation had changed I really appreciate iti}} 

FROM ANTHONY PAGANO 

Ejvery time I sit down with W\V, I discover another fascinating thing Ive missed, before. Your FANZINE is by far the best I’ve seen to date! 
H&v) on earth have you packeA so much unique stuff into it? I can well appreciate the work that goes into each issue, and yes, I would like to 
order seme more back issues. I love issue ttlO, all the great stories, pics, and cartoons and think your novel will be a SMASH HIT!! 

FROM SUSAN RAMSKILL 

Let me say again that I really enjoyed WWnlO. You really outdid yourself, so don’t worry that you couldn’t get the fancy binding again. Die 
caver ivas exceptional Marcy WUson did a wonderful job, and the color was a nice touch, llie extra-long conclusion of DEBriNY IN JADE 
was a very unexpected treat. "SERPENl'S is wonderful wnd my only fret over U stems from my blasted IMPATIENCE in wanting to 
read the complete story in one sitting! Thanks for the special bonus of the trading cards! 

Ihe cartoons in WIY are always something I look forward to, but Sherlock and Marcy were deadly in this issue! The Sherlock rendering of 
the Collins family cmnetery on page 77 had me howling!!! And Marcy’s portrayal of Eric, Lang on page 79 was just as wickedly funny! 

FROM SUSAN SANDERS 

WWitJO is great! fm sure it will be as dog-eared as my W\Vn9 — ha! I was also liirilled to see my letter with my Quentin story! I Impe 
everyone enjoys U and I especially loved and appreciated the ED NOTE. 

FROM ANNE SANTOS 

I am writing to rene w my subscription...! couldn't stand to miss even one issue!... Duinks for the terrific IMAGINE cards of Barnabas you 
enclosed for each subscriber. Wlmt a treat. May. Duinks so much! Dial was really an extra bonus aiul / certainly appreciate it. Your zine is 
definitely one of a kind! Among all the wonderful regular features you have, fiction, art, poeins, cartoons, etc., I also like the additional 
adiiertising section you enclose with the zine. I love going through it to see what items are for sale and wishing that I could buy everything! 

FROM ALLISON SCHACHT (phase note: formerly MeNallf — Allison will be "SchacM” from now onD) 

I loved WWUlO. Everything in it was good, from the art on the covers to everything in-between. I loved reading abotd Annie Lunch/uist’s first 
trip to the DS studio; I’d love to hear more about how she got a job at the studio and wluit it was like to work there. / found CANCELLED 
very amusing. I especially enjoyed the part where Chuxk’s phone bursts into flame. Marcy Wilson’s story ONE MORE DEMOlF and her illustra¬ 
tion captured Magda perfectly. "LIFELINE’ was quite chilling. I enjoyed the conclusion to "DEBTINY IN JADE’ and look forward to the next 
installment of ' SERPENI'’S SONG'.' Die cartoons, gum cards and rare photos add the perfect finishing touches. I can I wait to see the next issue. 

FROM RAE SCHULER 

MWitIO is veru good!! I loved the cover art!! 

I loined Annie Lundquist on her journey to New York! Her story was written so realistically that I was completely aware of the excitement 
and the "rush” she must have felt that day! Cool! Keep it up! 

FROM STEVE SHUTT 

Jdsohdef'i/ fa^idoirs are the words that rush to my pen upon, taking up WW. You ve defined the benchmark, for me, of what a DS fanzine should 
be. I haven’t time now to send a 'more objective, articulate ajypraisal — and anyway the most appropriate reaction, on balance, seems to he the 
"wow!" tiuit kept bursting from my lips as I read through the zine. 

FROM DONNA SPRINKLE 

I received WW safe and sound. Die baniabas cards from IMAGINE are great. 1 don I think that stapling makes WW look zinerish, as you 
p\d it. Lots of magaziTies use. staples, and they are all professionally produced magazines. 

I think WWUlO looks great, from Marcy Wilsons artwork on the front cover to Dan Silvios on the back. You slwuld Ite proud of the results. 
I especially like the variety; there, is something for everyone, f enjoyed Annie Lundquist s article on her first experience as a studio kid. It s 
such a unique experience. I enjoyed Charles Ellis report on Lyndhurst. All the fiction was excellent. SERPENT’S SONG" by Sharon Wisdom 
is very involving; I'll be anxious for the next installment. And Susan Ramskill s two stories were both great. I thought your story was excellent 
"DESTINY IN JADE” (PS: I love that Sherlock cartoon on page 12 about the 'exotic drinks with the little umbrella. ) 

FROM USA STAGGS 

I enjoyed all aspects of WWitIO, but there were some definite highlights. I loved Charles Ellis RETURN TO LYNDHURST — DS DAY ’92. 

I attended the festivities of that day and enjoyed it very much. I especially loved the picture of Ouirles posing by Barnabas ’ portrait and llw 
caption: ’Fltarles Etli^ a?id an old/rmid.' 

Since I was not a studio kid (much to my regret), I especially enjoyed Annie Lundquist’s story. I think that was my favorite story. 

Your own final installment of "DESTINY IN JADE' was very good, and I think it would be good if you would elaborate on your own 
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experience wUh a small green glass dish and dream-sharing. I think many would be interested. You did a fine job of finishing it up. 

[always enjoy the bloopers, and this issue was no exception. You asked our opinion of the separate supplement, and [think it is a good idea 
as it lends more space to the actual W)V. Casey Androzany's picture behind the scenes of the Todd s Antique Shop was wonderful, as was Charles 
Ellis ’ stars at the studio. Since [ am a B[G Quentin fan, [, of course, like the page of his post cards provided by Dan Silvio. However, all in 
all, [ believe that my favorite part of every WW is the MOODS FWM DS, as the characters can be of the past, present, or parallel time. M just 
sets the pace of the publication. Again, a job well done. 

FROM KIEL STUART 

WW looks GREAT done on computer! Though [don’t think you would want to use a much smaller font than the one for your story. The larger 
fonts were fine, though. / didn’t notice much dropout. The Frid interview reminded me of the one / did. I loved the Lyndhurst feature, too. 
”DE&rTNY IN JADFT: quite eerie. 

FROM PATSY SWIFT 

Jane Lach’s lovely poem was my favorite entry this issue. Very elegant in structure, vnth its delicate xise of repetition and contrast. TWO 
WOMElT revealed so subtly what [have long believed ~~ that the root of the matter was there, unacknowledged, perhaps deliberately unrecognized, 
from the beginning. Speaking as a poet — [’d be proud of this one!!! 

[ also enjoyed the eerie sensuality of Susan Ramskill’s prosedhe cold kissesdhe hypnotic golden gazedhe poignant, evocative question. An 
exciting discovery! And with that super {cover} artwork — who cares if the binding is stapled??? A great portrait of Eliot, full of character! 
Matey Wilson’s drawing was so cheering and beautiful, just the way to start a zine. I still think it was a Winter Wonderland cover — very 
appropriate, since [mean to read the entire serial some stormy night. And the serial? '’DESTINYIN JADFf stands alone, to be considered apart 
from the zine proper. I loved it. All of it. The Collins ambiancedhe culture clashes (”Sure, big shotFjAhe musical detail. And the journey of self- 
discovery. A spiritual journey, as Hallie surrenders to her own powers, sinking deeper and deeper into another persona — from merely seeing 
what Margo saw to measuring every nuance of her feelings. Very satisfying and very surprising. I’m so glad that the resolution of the murder 
mystery left the real mystery shrouded still... And those gorgeous glossies! I didn’t realize collector’s cards were so lush, so...uh, lifelike? What 
a nice surprise, to find them tucked into the zine. 

FROM TABITHA TAYLOR 

[have been reading your zine #7 and I have to say you have the best zine in the zine biz. [really enjoyed ttlO a lot. U was fun seeing photos 
of the DS cast when they were young. [ also enjoyed Calvin Bowes’ story ’’CANCELLED.” R is better than SHOT OF REALITY. Will you be 
printing more of his weird stories? I also enjoyed your tv photos, particularly the one of Nicholas Blair with the candle, [have one suggestion: 
in the future, when you print the bloopers, besides the episode number could you please also include the MPI volume number? 

^ of now I am eagerly waiting for your next issue. 

FROM PATRICK VANACORE 

Issue #10 of WW was worth waiting for, just like all the other issues. 

[ thought I’d tell you that not so long ago, a racehorse ran in Yonkers NY named Valerie Collins. 

FROM SHARON WISDOM 

Susan Ramskill is an excellent addition to the pages of WW. I enjoyed both her stories. They were powerfully done, especially ’PRISM OF 
THE MIND,” and well-crafted. Tm looking forward to seeing more 
of her work. 

”ONE MORE DEMOIf by Marcy WUson was great. Don’t you 
just love Magda? Marcy must have done some research into the 
Gypsy culture to be able to construct such a believable backgrouTui 
for her story. The photo at the end was a perfect compliment to the 
good humor of the story. 

WWUlO is another all-around splendid effort. R’s the small 
touches that make a good zine great, and yours abounds in tlwse. 

R’s obvious that you take a great deal of time and put a lot of 
thought into your zine. Putting out a quality product is more than 
just sticking stories together in a volume, and WW is a fine 
testament to that. I know whenever I submit work to you, it will be 
portrayed in its best light, in the company of good stories, and I 
like being able to count on that. Keep up the good work! 

FROM MARCy WILSON-CALES 

{ED: Marcy couldn't get us an actual letter this time, but she drew this 
cartoon to illustrate her happiness on receiving WW! She shows herself 
grinning happily over a WW, with her husband, Ivan Cales, on the sofa 
surrounded by their yamily" of cats and Samoyed dogs!} 
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FROM SANDY ADAMS 

I wanted to tell you how much I enjoyed SINS OF THE FATHERS.,.wow! It's huye (and a real bargain for the price). The story's 
great, and so are the illos . and the tittle girl is adorable. 

FROM lULIA M. COLLINS... 

The B&j storyline is the (quintessence of what 1 have been waiting for. It takes the threads of their relationship as presented on DS 
and with infinite care and skill expands them into a richer, multi-layered tapestry. It's the same relationship; just more of it. It is 
embellished, like a Baroque aria, or the images in a Shakespearian monologue. 

FROM DOM (LILIAN VON DUERBECK... 

SINS OF THE FATEIERS is first-class. The characters are so true to Dark Shadows life, and yet are brimming with creativity. 
Wonderful work! 

FROM lACKlE EDWARDS 

I really enjoyed your novel. The characters were spot on and the ones you invented, particularly the kids, were great. And I usually 
don't like stories that give regular characters kids because the author tends to dwell too much on them. Maybe that's kind of a 
transgressive Mary-Sue! Anyhow, your Barnabas and Julia were great and the story itself was wonderful. Thank you for such a terrific 
DS story. The first really good one I've read in years. 

FROM TAMMY... 

I can't believe how big it is!!! All of the drawings are great! You've really outdone yourself this time. May! It's easy to see the 
amount of time and effort that all of you have put into this project. You should be proud. You were right about the B£fj drawings 
(by Jane Lachj, I can't believe them! 1 think I like page 91 the best. The details in the backgrounds of the drawings are so 
interesting/appropriate. I thought it was a great idea to use familiar DS people in the roles of the new characters. After all, that's what 
they would have done on the show. 

FROM BARBARA lONES... 

I am losing steep as I find myself staying up late reading when I should be in bed. It's hard to put down. / just wish I had more 
time to read. Thank you for providing me with this entertaining story about two of my favorite characters. 

FROM LYNNE LAMBERT... 

Thanks again for your gmh book! It's fat and juicy and I'm so glad! What I've read so far is really, really GOOD — GREAT!!! 
It's delightful! It's even more fun than the tv series, if that's possible. 

...a definite page-turner! (one can} stay up til dawn reading it. It's quite an adventure, with lots of intriguing, non-stop action. 
I'd say more about the plot but I don't want to give away the story for those who haven't read it yet. 

All the characters realty live and breathe and are tuned-in so perfectly, they sound and act exacthi tike the tv characters. It's the 
same Julia, the same Barnabas, the same even/one we know and love. Even what Roger eats for breakfast sounds like ROGER. I like 
the idea of using DS actors for the new characters, too. The neiv characters arc alt yen/ interesting, as welt, and the children and the 
puppy are quite charming. And there are lots of good strong women (and men!). 

(Your} writing is atmospheric and delicious as always. The imagery, analogies, etc., arc very creative and vivid — they realty bring 
things ” throbbingly" (for lack of a better word!) - alive and evoke feelings and sentiments that ring a belt, too. 

Something I love about (yourj writing is iyourj work with dreams, trances, the entering of other realms and dimensions. SINS OF 
THE FATHERS incorporates this and a whole lot more; it is well-rounded, very entertaining reading. And the Grand Finale is 
heartwarming and GREAT! 

The illustrations are beautiful and very expressive. And there arc neat little ornamental embellishments and lovely designs 
eueryivhere. This hook is beautiful in every sense of the word. 




FROM DEBBIE LAW... 


I received my copy of SINS OF THE FATHERS in perfect condition. Wcnu! You were not kidding — it looks like GONE WITH 
THE WIND! I'm going to have plenty of reading on these cold winter nights. 

FROM SUZANNE MASCOLA... 

The book looks FABULOUS!!!! The art work is beautiful. I especially like the steamy pic of Barnabas and Julia... 

It’s really cool. Good job! And the obstacles you had to go through to put it out are unbelievable! 


FROM ANTHONY PAGANO... 

...such a beautiful book. I'm sure everyone will cherish it forever. I really admire your artwork in the novel... You have captured 
everybody's likeness so well, and "B" and especially. I love the romantic pictures by Jane Lack, and the others, too. Great! 

I love the fact that you have paid attention to all of the small details and particulars that make a story so satisfying, I certainly will 
recommend it to the fans I know. They’ll have to get their own copy, 'cause nojrody takes off with mine. I'm making sure of that — ha! 


FROM SUSAN RAMSKILL... 

I certainly hope you're getting a lot of laudatory letters about the novel — it deserves all kudos! You did a superb job! It is 
handsome, well-illustrated, crisply copied, with a myriad of nice " detail " touches that really set it apart. I can well understand that 
publishing it cost you more than originally planned - the extra hundred pages, the color highlights on the cover, and the full-page 
illustrations are costly. 

Your story was well thought out and well paced. It had enough character detail to flesh it out, without getting bogged down with 
pointless minutia. The plot twists and surprises kept it interesting. Really enjoyed it — you did a great job! 


FROM ALLISON SCHACHT 

...your novel was fantastic. ! had planned to read it every morning with my coffee, since I started it after I watched the last MPl 
tape and needed something to take the place of my daily DS episode, but I couldn't put it daion and devoured it in one weekend. You 
have truly captured the spirit of the show and 1 could see it all in my head. The dialogue was all true to the characters and it was 
really like watching a new DS plotline (although your plot doesn't have holes in it like DS). 

FROM RAE SCHULER... 

The story is unfolding nicely, and the illustrations, well-drawn. The whole effort is first-rate and very professional! 

FROM SUSAN SHALLCROSS... 

I just finished your book last night — it took me IV 2 weeks — but the time spent 
was pure pleasure! Knowing your work, I expected a really good story - but this 
was an ACHIEVEMENT!! I relished every page, loved or hated every character, 
dreaded each nexv disaster, and looked forward to the happy ending. Some specific 
comments: 

Barnabas and lulia: — my favorite DS couple, married at last, as I feel they 
were destined to be. You portrayed their commitment, understanding, 
shared experiences, ability to communicate, and their passion, to perfection! 

Ben and Sarah Beth: — perfect names, described beautifully. 

Somehow I would expect a son of Barnabas' to closely resemble him, 
even more than the usual father/son similarity, hut I can't say 
why — just an impression. And a red-haired little girl to resemble 
Julia is a charming touch! 

Best evil character: — Lucius Trent, powerful, evil, rotten 
to the core! 

Favorite scene: - I have to choose B&J in the mausoleum 
when J has to talk B into giving her a vampire lass... 

Your novel was well worth the wait, even that long a wait, 
and I enjoyed it immensely. Thank you for a job 
beautifully, lovingly done. 

FROM DONNA SPRINKLE... 

I love the cover. Tlie touch of red is striking, but then I 
like red and black combinations. And it's great having 
so many illustrations. 
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FROM PATSY SWIFT... 

I've read it mice through! 

The cover was gorgeous! I think that drawing is jane Lach's masterpiece - and those touches of color set it off to perfection. 
Beautiful, beautiful job. 

But the illos were beautifiil all the way through. Your decision to use three artists made for some interesting contrasts and 
comparisons. Lauren, in the custody of Lucius...and then of Lucius and Rcba. So different in style - yet both so right in mood, both 
so finely done. (One by jane Lach; the other by Marcy Wilson-Calesj My own decisions about Rcba were crystallized by your drawing 
of her, with the crystal, of course. For the record, my three favorite (illosj were jane Lach's elegant cover illo, Marcy Wilson's stark 
portrait of Barnabas against a background of cobwebs, and your caon drawing of julia with Sarah Beth — a convincing, tender vision. 
Loved them! 

Even though I don’t think it's obligatory, I loved your inclusiveness. The way you brought all the characters in and gave them each 
a chance to do something distinctive — a chance to he likeable. That gave the whole thing a feeling of warmth. Family. 

Your cast list established the mood immediately. The Body of Lucius Trent??? That's vintage DS! But even without the cast list, 
I would have known how to visualize Lauren. You created a haunting image of her, all sunshine and summertime. And she did make 
a lovely little ghost... No wonder, either, that her girlish innocence and her sheer joy appealed to David — who has certainly had more 
than his share of darkness. 

Poor David. He was definitely out of his depth with the fabulous Reba! Talk about attitude. Whenever I began to think Reba was 
the most hateful creature in the world, she'd have one of those scenes with David. And those scenes were priceless! The way she tossed 
her hair and all but hissed at him...toyed with him...taunted him. The way she just crushed him, as a steamroller might. Lovely! 

It was such fun — so fascinating — to see Reba in her aivn centun/, her own lifetime. The ways in which she had changed over the 
years — and the ways she hadn't! A little more rational, in 1863. And rather less wicked. But the same tempestuous, bullheaded Reba. 

The revelation of Lucius Trent's origin stunned me. And the impact wasn't diminished by a second reading... And (hej was a great 
villain, with his shrivelling contempt for humanity, his casual brutalities...his dark sensuality. Perfect casting, too. I always think 
james Storm is the most menacing of the DS men. 

And what a tragic figure poor Roger proved to be. You really put everyone on the rack... 

Turning to brighter things - the very brightest things! - / found the children totally enjoyable. Ben and Sarah Beth certainly 
needed any special abilities they could muster. Most interesting to me was their attitude toward it all. Ben's matter-of-fact 
acceptance...Sarah Beth's growing fondness for her own, personal ghost. I especially liked the relationship between brother and sister. 
Ben's protectiveness, his generosity...Sarah's sparkling self-will...the fundamental affection and trust that transcended any surface 
agreement. I liked the way they were drawn, the way they were dressed. 

But the highlight has to be the story about Aurali and jimmy - and the illo that brought it so beautifully to life. I'll admit it: Sarah 










Beth is my very favorite,, .'cause she's SIX! How right you were not to cast her. Either of them. Imagination was much, much better! 

I know you intended your chapters to be like episodes in a televised storyline. Thanks to my tapes, I can appreciate how well you 
succeeded. The delicate complexities of the plot, the repeated frustrations and missed chances, created exactly the same build-up of 
tension that I felt watching the Summer of 1970 episode-tapes. And evoked exactly the same response! Little cries of encouragement, 
admonition, warning. So it was very interactive. Just like the senes. 

And, just like the senes, the heart of the matter 'was the Bf] relationship. 

You were nght on the button! The very heart of the B/J relationship is Julia's acceptance of Barnabas' vampirism. The whole of 
their history — the original uneasy truce, the alliance, the friendship, and now the marriage — all of these had their foundation in 
Julia's knowledge and her compassion. Again and again, you made this beautifully clear. 

What delicious irony that Reba chose to attack them at this, their strongest point! But even the strongest bulwark has its 
vulnerabilities, little stress cracks that might he exploited. Suppose Reba had realized how...dangerous compassion can be. Hcno 
seductive. You did make it very clear that Julia doesn't simply love Barnabas despite his vampirism - but perhaps, to some small 
extent, because of it. And he knows... How irresistible he must find that decadent little fact! Haw delightful that you chose to 
emphasize it! And how it resonates through those love scenes... 

Perhaps the most interesting aspect of all was Julia's struggle with the moral issue - to kill Reba or to cure her. The desire to heal 
must be deeply rooted. Even her need to protect the children couldn't quite overcome that very basic impulse. After each new outrage, 
despite her quite justifiable anger, Julia returned to the question of offering that cure. What an elegant symmetry - her impulse to 
heal and his compulsion to destroy, played out again and again in the time loop! 

I like what you've done with Carolyn, what she's done with her life. I loved Carolyn's amusing description of Barnabas - a "psychic 
slob." You really demonstrated that, too. Just like the series. It was easy to visualize his expressions and his body language during 
the various crises. I could even hear his voice. 

And Barnabas' quirks and flaws make him interesting, authentic. Adult! I'm thinking of the panic that you described so eloquently. 
The tendency to let rage carry him away into foolishness and useless risk-taking. Even the occasional impatience with his children. 
None of this detracts from the qualities that make us care about him - the charm, the courtliness, the fine complexities of his character. 
And all of it is true-to-television. 

And another thing - his dependence on Julia. She's his strength, and it's about time he acknowledged it! Good! 

But I can't emphasize enough how much I liked that scene and that illo — Julia and Sarah Beth at Wyndcliffe, I want a fan story 
or novel to show me something that I haven't seen before... tell me something I didn't knoio before. Something about the people. 
Something about Julia! And do it in a way that I'll never forget - 

Like the little scientist. 

I can't wait to see what you're going to do next! 









‘HE u//iS fi QUIET FISH... 
NEVER BOTWERED AN'/OME 
ELSE IF THET/lNfc... " 
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Of course, it's been over two years since the last auction was held, and 
new funds are desperately needed to keep WW afloat until issue 12! 
Auction funds help to buy paper, supplies, postage, etc — and now 
copy machine toner! I want to thank every one who has helped out by 
sending in donations of rare items, and I would like to urge every 
reader to please take note and see if there's anything here you'd like 
to bid on. We have some VERY SPECIAL and RARE Items for you this 
time. Participation is simple. Here are the rules: 



1. Bids will be accepted either by telephone or by letter. 

2. Include a self-addressed stamped envelope with each bid (NOT post 
cards - they tend to get lost by the post office — it's happened) before 
the Round One deadline. 

3. At the end of Round One, all participants will be notified (via SASE) 
what the current highest bid is. 

4 . if participants wish to top this highest bid, they can mail (or phone) 
in a new bid before the Round Two deadline (which will be given in the 
notification-mailing). Include a new SASE If mailing in your bids. 

5. There may be three or four rounds if interest is high enough. 

6. The auction will be officially over when all items have been decided 
by the highest bidder. 

7. If you doni hearfrom me within a reasonable amount oftime, please 
feel free to inquire — once or twice in the past, the post office lost 
auction communications. 

8. All winning bids must be honored within two months of the close of 
the auction, or the item will have to be awarded to the next-highest 
bidder (if there's no other bidder, the item will have to be put back into 
the next auction). Sorry - no exceptions. 







Thanks to everyone for their generous donations! 

Hem 1: One-of-a-kind— the only one in the entire world — a valuable coOectots item whether you are a DS tan ornc^- 

Originai, one-of-a-kind color oil painting of Lara Parker as a young Angelique by famous pin-up artist Earl MacPherson. Size is two 
by three feet, and the figure is full length in a short white skirt and blouse. MacPherson was a contemporary of the classic pin-up 
artists of the 1940's, 50's and 60's such as Vargas, Elvgren, Earl Moran, and Zoe Mozert. The work was commissioned by a D.S. fan 
just a few years before MacPherson's death and as an original artwork it is Highly collectable. Minimum starting bid is $1000 — yes, 
that's One Thousand dollars - howeverthe painting is already worth much more than that. (Because of MacPherson's death if nothing 
else. His early works are now selling for 100's ofthousands of dollars, so this really is a bargain). See photo of painting on this page. 

Hem 2:setofofigmal 1968 DS viewmaaterreels. All three reels, very good condition, in original paper sleeve. No original booklet 
or color sleeve, but I can make a copy ofthese if desired. Free viewer included if the winner has none. These reels normally sell for 
between $80 and $150 nowadays. Opening bid: $60.00 

Hem 3: Joan Bennett sheet mush #7 — tSOOW*(from "Mississippi" with Bing Crosby, W.C. Fields and Queenie Smith, music 
by Rogers & Hart, 1935). Full-color cover showing Joan as a blonde, in a pink Southern-belle gown with ruffles and silver 
ornamentations. Joan is holding hands with Bing, facing him, with pink apple blossoms and a grey stone wall behind them. On the 
back, there are several black-and-white photos of scenes from the movie — Joan is featured in three of them. Very good condition. 
Opening bid; $15.00 

Hem 4: Joan Bennett sheet mush #2 - "SILVER ON THE SAGE" {from 'The Texans" with Walter Brennan. Robert Cummings 
and May Robson, 1938). Photo of Joan as a blonde, in a plaid Old-West dress with ruffles, leaning back in the hay with a male co-star. 
Sheet music has been folded in half, but is in otherwise fair condition. Opening bid: $8.00 

Hem 5: Set of "CHARIOTS OF FIRE" 8x10 photos- 6 black-and-white stills and 4 color lobby cards. All feature Ben Cross (fans 
of NBC DS series, take note!). Comes complete with an original folder with "Chariots of Fire" on it. This seems to be some kind of 
photo publicity press kit. Very special for Ben Cross fanslll! Opening bid: $35.00 


Deadline for Round #1: Monday, April 22, 1996 
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Well, it's been two y* years since this list was last published, and i've stili 
got some zines left. Now that their numbers are depleted, the storage 
space isn't quite so crucial. Also, people are always so glad when they 
can buy back Issues and I can really, REALLY use the money these 
bring ini (In the past, back issue proceeds have paid for glue, whiteout, 
photo-screening, postage, Instruction books, inexpensive shareware 
computer software like now fonta and graphics, labels, and so on). So if 
you haven't gotten your back-issue set together, please feel free. The 
following is a list of copies I have available right now. If there continues 
to be a demand I might be persuaded to make a few more; we'll see. 

All back issues listed here are available IMMEDIATELY as of March 20, 
1396. Order: May Sutherland. PO BOX 7236, Tacoma, WA 98407, and 
make checks/money orders out to MAY SUTHERLAND. Thank youl 



WW#1 — October, 1988, 9 copies feft. Premiere issue. Includes review of Jonathan Frid's Chicago FOOLS & FIENDS, article on early 
days of WW. photos of "Rust Mansion" (Tacoma's 'Old House'lookelike), other photos, fiction, poetry, cartoons, artwork, and more. See how WW 
got started....we've cornea Fo-n-g way (from 1940's antique Royal typewriter, to this spiffy computer), but it’s nice! .. $3.00 

WW#2 — December. 19S8. 4 copies ieft. First Christmas issue in DS fandomi Crtrtsfmas fiction, poetry, filksongs, cartoons/other 
artwork, along with the first chapter of the serial, "GRAVITATE (SORROW)" by professional writer Lori Paige. Read it from the beginning! Also, 
a gorgeous Christmas cover by Jane Lach, and Christmas Sherlock cartoons — introducing CHESTER!!! .$5.00 

WWitS — June, 1989. 2 copies ieft Includes report of the '89 Los Angeles DS Festival, fiction, poetry, captions, song title-matching, very rare 
photos, clever Sherlock cartoons, the second chapter of GRAVITATE, and more! . $5.00 

VVWtt4 - February, 1390. 10 copies ieft. First DS zine in ail of fandom to use Victorian-styie borders, accents, and 
frames. Winter issue with a FANTASTIC "bat" cover by Jane Lach!!! Includes the thought-stimulating essay by Lisa Hennes that inspired much 
debate: "1967: the Lost Universe", two FEST reports (this is the only FEST that Matt Hall attended ~ includes photo of him), special fiction and 
poetry, some extremely RARE photos, end more! . $5.00 

l/VW#5 -- August, 1090. 6 copies left. This is the one that was shown to the NBC-series casi/crew on the set, and was 
raved oven Includes early reports on the senes. Also, an excellent guide to tv-photo taking by noted DS tv-photographer Julie lllescas, plus 
still more rare photos, good ftction and poetry, and a great deal more! . $5.00 

WW#6December, 1990. 11 copies left. Second Christmas issue -- and better than the firsti includes FEST report, an essay 
by a nine-year-old fan, outstanding holiday fiction and poetry, and EXCLUSIVE backstage photos (hat have not ever been published elsewhera 
An added joy are Sherlock's adorable Christmas cartoons...including adorable little CHESTER! $5.00 

WWa? — June, 1991. 9 originats ieft. includes a 1970 interview with the late Joan Bennett, NBC-series Bloopers Part One. the WW debut 
o/popu/ar cartoon/sr Marcy l44/son-Ca/es, rare photos, new graphics, fiction, DS’ all-time biggest blooper, and more! $5.00 

WWU8 - Ocfober/Dece/nber. 1991. 2 copies left. Third Anniversary/Halloween issue. Includes EXCLUSIVE photos of a 1968 
Halloween party for Matthew Hall at Grayson Hall's apartment, map to the hypothetical location of CoUinsport, an essay on onyx, the first 
"Collinsportraits" by Marcy Wilson-Cales, NBC Bloopers Part Two, fiction and poetry, FEST report, and more! . $5.00 

kVW#9 -- September. 1992 15 oriainais ieft. First doubfe-fengih issue; and First issue to be "bound" instead ofstap/ed. 

Includes Jane Lach's fabulous "multi-bat" cover, reports on INNOVATION and SCI FI. FEST report and photos, very special bloopers from the 
1840 segment, Craig Hamrick's Lara Parker interview, photos of DS stars from 1956 (includes Hall. Edmonds, Crothers, Blackburn, more), the 
conclusion of GRAVITATE, the first chapter of Sharon Wisdom's new seriarSERPENT'S SONG," DS Puzzles, photo caption contest results, photo 
captions, and much more.' . $5.00 

VWViilO - June, 1993. 2 copies left . First all-computer-typeset issue. Includes article by "studio kid" Annie Lundquist, more photos of DS 
stors from 1956 (includes Blackburn, Patrick, and more), all-time poetry hit "TWO WOMEN" by Jane Lach, FEST report and photos, Jonathan Frid 
interview, rare photos (when I say rare, I really mean it), part 2 of "SERPENT'S SONG" and a whole lot more! $5.00 


PLEASE NOTE **NEW** festimatedi FIRST-CLASS POSTAGE 



(for book rate, cut in half): 
for package of one/two zines, add 93.00 
for package of up to six zines, add $4.00 
for package of up to eight, add $6.00 
for package of more than eight, add $6.00 




















NOW AVAIL4BLE FROM LONE GLLL PRESS 


TALES OF HOFFMAN: THE JULIA ZINE ~ 
by Jane Lach and Lori Paige 

A chronological anthology following Julia's 
experiences from childhood through motherhood 
and her later years at Colllnwood. Includes 
"CHANCE MEETING," in which Julia meets the 
Collins family in a most unusual fashion on her 
way to Dave Woodard's wedding, "OMNES IN 
UMBRIS" in which Barnabas and Julia battle a 
merciless 600-year-old vampire, and others! An 
absolute must for Julia fans, and it features a 
number of other DS favorites as well. Illustrated 
by Jane Lach. 130 pages. Only $8.00 postpaid. 


THE GATES OF HELL - 

by Lori Paige (illustrated by Jane Lach) 
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Barnabas' trip back to 1848 Boston remains his last chance to avert the evil unwittingly 
returned to Colllnwood by the returned Burke Devlin and Burke's new bride. The vicious 
warlock Phineas Scott may be Barnabas'toughest opponent yet... and both Barnabas' fiancee 


Julia and his cousin Carolyn's lives hang in the balance should Barnabas fail. 
Only $7.00 postpaid. 

LOVE'S PALE SHADOW - by Sharon Wisdom 
(illustrated by Jane Lach) 
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An absorbing tale of Julia's encounter with an ancient Celtic king, the curse that has bound 
them together for nearly a millennium, and Barnabas' desperate search for the two of them 
as he attempts to return Julia to Colllnwood with him. Mystical, haunting, and sweepingly 
romantic, this novella is a must for Julia and Lone Gull Press fans. Only $6.50 postpaid. 



ALSO AVAILABLE: 

GRAYSON AS MAGDA 


Jane Lach's gorgeous illo printed up as a silk- 
screened poster on textured gold parchment. 
Ideal for framing or hanging. Mailed rolled to 
prevent crinkling. 

$4.00 postpaid. 

To order any of the items on this page, send 
check or money order (cash and stamps are 
acceptable, but send at your own risk) to: 

LORI PAIGE 

162 Sugarloaf Apartments 
Sunderland, MA 01375 
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ON THE DRAWING BOARD... 

As you know by now if you read the editorial, computers are 
an unpredictable lot at best. Not to mention the fact that "real 
life" tends to get in the way of fan projects. Still, during WWs 
two-year hiatus I did publish "SINS OF THE FATHERS" and 
also Marcy's "CRAZY VEIN" cartoon collection. Many of you 
have asked about a possible sequel to the novel, and also 
about other projects. However, due to my recent experiences 
on the computer and on my sickbed, I'd like to announce my 

new policy; I'm not going to announce a new zine project in WW until it is actually nearly ready to print This will prevent anyone having 
to wait for ages while I struggle with all the numerous delays that so gladden a zine-editor's heart (not) (for instance, I really do not 
need or want to get sick again, but it could happen). That said; yes, I am planning some goodies for the future. But we shall just have 
to see how things turn out! 



WW^12 — fyH, 1996. Due to the two-year hiatus, I was unable to mark our fifth anniversary (1993) as 
I'd announced in VWWIO. However, autumn 1996 will be WWs EIGHTH anniversary, and I would like 
to try my very best to get an issue out at that time. Elsewhere, I've announced that, if possible, I'd like 
it to be a special 1995/summer 1970/post 1970 issue. However, I do not yet have enough submissions 
fora 1995 issue, so I've decided the following. IF i GET ENOUGH 1995/related submissions, then issue 
#12 will be the planned 1995 tribute. IF I DO NOT GET ENOUGH, then I will run whatever I do have, 
and make #12 a sort of "general" theme with other things as well (and in that case, of course, we 
wouldn't have an actual "1995" issue). 

Some of you have asked what I've meant by 1995, so here are some guidelines; 

9^ "1995" refers to the ORIGINAL series' flashforward in time, the storyline dealing with Gerard and 
Daphne's ghosts. It has nothing to do with the 1991 NBC revival series (sorry, folks). 

Since the 1995 storyline was'so'short, when I say "a 1995 issue" I ALSO mean the summer/fall 
1970 storyline that followed it, dealing with David and Hallie's possession by Gerard and Daphne and 
the fall of Collinwood. ' ^ 

9^ Additionally, 1 would also like to include stories which deal with the ALTERED 1995. A perfect 
example of this is our current serial, "SERPENT'S SONG" by Sharon Wisdom. It takes place sometime 
in the early-to-mid 1990's/1995 - the '90’s that Barnabas & Julia ended up living In because they 
changed history in 1840. 

If you have no stories (or poetry), then perhaps you have some TV-photos from that time-period, 
or cartoons or other artwork. Bloopers and trivia are fine, too. 

ALSO WANTED: Festival '96 report/photos, letters of comment, contest ideas, suggestions - and 
anything else you might dream up! ' 


DEADUNE FOR WWiH2 ; Saturday. August 3. 1996 



© 1996 by May Sutherland. First rights only. All future publication rights revert to the author/artist, and permission must be obtained 
from them for reprinting purposes. 

This is a FAN PUBLICATION, for the enjoyment of fans only. This publication does NOT intend to infringe on copyrights held by Dan 
Curtis Productions, ABC-tv, NBC-tv, MPl Home Video, WorldVision Enterprises, INNOVATION Comics, or any other such copyright 
holders past and present. 





